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THE MINUET.
Bv M. M. D.

Grandma told me all about it,

Told me, so | could n’t doubt it

She danf t r my grandma danced i-
1-ong ago

How she held her pretty head,

How her da.nty skirt she spread,

How she turned her little toes—

Smihng little human rose !__

Long ago.

0"

B MbReld hO&E, o AP thBR SRAYY
V quite a pretty girl,
Long ago
Bless her! why, she wears a cap,
Grandma does, and takes a nap
Every single day ; and yet
Grandma danced the minuet
Long ago.
Now she sits there, rocking, rocking,
Al vays kmtting Grandpa's stocking-
(Every gid was taught to knit,
Long ago).
Yet her figure is so neat,
And her way so staid and sweet,
1 can almost see her now
Bending to her partner’s bow,
Long ago.

Grandma says our modern jumping

nopp.ng, rushing, whirling, bumping,

have shocked the gentle folk
Long ago.

they moved with stately grace,
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Everything in proper place,

Gliding slowly forward, thcn

Slowly courtseying back again,
Long ago.

Modern ways are quite alarmmg,
Grandma says; but boys were charming-

Girls and boys,

1 mean, of course—

Long ago.
Bravely modest, grandly shy-
W hat if all of us should try
Just to feel like those who met
In the graceful minuet

Long ago?

With the minuet in fashion,
Who could fly into a passion ?
All would wear the calm they wore
Long ago.

In time to come,

if 1,

perchancc,

Should tell my grandchild of our dance,
I should really like to say,

“ We did it, dear,

in some such way,

Long ago."

A LETTER TO A

YOUNG

NATURALIST.

By William Howitt.

Rome, April 9, 1876.

Y DEAR YOUNG FrienD:
, me much pleasurc to
| letter.

of American

of any kind of natural h.story objects.

one, for 1

never studied any branch
tory

in books, excepting botany,
botany of the British Isles.
great delight and source of healtlr

marshcs, and along the sca-coasts.
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It gave
receive your
I am much obliged by your
kind offer of sending me specimens
insects and birds, of

which you seem already to have a
promising collection; but 1do not make collectmns

If I can be
calleda naturalist at all, it must be a very natural

in my cary
youth as it led me to range far and wide ove. the
country, over hills and ficlds, through vvoods and
But evenAhat
branch of natural history was superseded by other
constant pursuits, and | have never renewed it me-

thodically. Nevertheless, the acquamtance

I then, and in still earlier years, madc withu
flowers, grapcs, and various forms of
remains with me. There are few British
that 1 do not know familiarly, though iheirsi|
tifie iames | should sometimos have to lootj
This acquaintance gives me a good guessa M
specics of foreign plants that | see, and adds.I
pleasurc in the country wherever I am. |
As to animals of all sorts, quadrupeds, nJ
reptiles, insects,

I have a wide acqua,ntan«j
them bysight,

not by Science. The apj» \

of natyrabNising habits of most Bnt.sh birds, are 1
and only the

That was to me a

miliar to me as possible. | never hearas |

twitter of ope, as | am walking anywhom
recognize it as the voice of an old fncn j

great astonishment of my human fnen® i
are the pleasures of an habitual mtnnacy |
works of God in this hiswonderful world. "I
fore congratulate you on the taste for natu |
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|ry, and hope you will, in classifying and preserv-
L your various specimens, keep alive in your
lall the poetry of nature connected with tliese
jinumerable and charming inventions of the Great
Bechanist. He must surely be the bcst naturalist
ihocarries into his cabinet the consciousness of all
Jiefreshness, loveliness, and indescribable harmo-
;of the magnificent world in which God has
iven ihem places to live for our mutual pleasure
Id advantage,— that world which we are too fond
ccalling “ this wretched world,” “ this vale of
5” and the like.
|\Vhat a vast and varied field you have in the
nerican continent for your inquines and acquisi-
Ins. 1 have secn something of the beauties of
>rornithology in Audubon and Wilson, and of
|ur trees in some handsomely illustrated works.
hen you have mastcred the northern portion of
iur immense continent, what a second one there
| swarming with all the forms of life, and suck
I never had but a few days’ view of South
jnerica, but it was to me a glimpse of wonder and
fight. A land ofpalms, cocoa-nut trees, bananas,
Ingoes and bread-fruits ! The trees, the flowers,
!'birds and insects ! Those blue-green butter-
js, large as my hand, and the margin of their
|gs studdcd, as it were, with jewels, floating
lid magnolias and a world of other trees, new
ne, with the quaint chameleons lurking in the
kets helow 1
Vhen you have completed the ornithology and
jomology of total America, there is Australia,
jchbythat time will be broughtvery near to you
jstcam. That, of course, will be a great while
jce, and | shall be glad to think that you will
Ind your researches thither, because you must
Ihcnan oid man and will have enjoyed a long
of pleasure in the accumulation of knowledge.
1Australia (to say nothing of India and the
|of the Southern Ocean) there is a totally new
jd of creatures,— the kangaroo, a whole race of
Isupials; that queer nondescript, the platypus
\iilhorynchus paradoxus), with a head and bili
|aduck, the body of an otter, and a tail like a
j'ff, which is carnivorous and layseggs. These
Jures, which are quick as lightning, disappear-
|like a flash under water, we yet managed to
|t sometimes, but never found anything in their
‘chs but a little fine black mud; probably
j-rated infusoria. The impossibility of furnish-
|bis food has defeated all attempts to convey
to other countries. There you would find
|'van black ; emus, ibises, native companions,
loftall adjutant or crane, of most comical and
|lar habits. The gorgeous lyre-bird and the
I rd, which amuses itself not only in building
\cri butof making little inclosures of shining
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stones or shells, as children do. You have there
trees occasionairy arriving at a height of 500 feet,
and nettles, real urticce, growing into large and
very dangerous trees. As for insects, thev are as
the sands of the sea. There is a mole-cricket,
which makes a lid to its hole, with a hinge, and as
you approach ceases its noise, drops the lid, and
shuts itself in. Amongst the oddities, though not
insects, you have fish that hop about on land,— |
have seen them; and crawfish of a bright red, as
if already boiled. But let me tell you about the
mantis, and the ants. You have no doubt seen the
mantises of South America and India, which are
precisely like leaves, with the leaf ribs and foot
stalks, too’; but the Australian ones that | saw
were different. We caught one with a body like a
straw of about four inches long, and a pair of small
but lovély Psyche-like wings, with rainbow colors.
As we had no chloroform, or anything to kill it
with, we kept it under water for more than twelve
hours. When taken out, as fast as it dried it be-
came lively again as ever. It continued all day
just as lively, although pinned down upon a piece
of bark. At night a mouse ate off its head and the
legs on one side. The nextnight the mouse ate off
its tail and more legs, but it continued as lively as
ever. On the third day a bird scooped down upon
the table before our tent and carried it awav, and
fiossiblymanaged to extinguish thevivacious remains
of the mantis in its stomach, but | would not say.

We had in one partofthe countrya small house-
ant of not half an inch long, that was found on
almost every twig of a bush, or hole of a tree. It
would jump down our backs, when, as often was
the case in hot weather, we had our shirt-necks
open, and would kick and sting away until we had
destroyed him. This ant was an admirable fly-
catchcr, and would dart at a fly many yards, and
would strike itwith unerring precisién. Frequently
it would dart down from the roof of the tent, as |
sat reading, and strike at a capital letter on my
open book, taking it fora fly. The ants by myr-
iads, and of many spccies, are ahvays traveling up
and down the Australian trees. | suppose they
puncture the tender shoots at the top and suck the
juices. Probably this is the cause that at a particu-
lar season of the year the manna gum-tree scat-
ters down its manna. As many of these trees are
some hundreds of feet high, the daily journeys of
these ants is considerable, but as the concentric
rings in the stems of these trees makc it probable
that some of them have lived for 1,000 years or
more, | expect such armies of ants have been
marching up and down them for the same long
period. It would require a large volume to give
you an idea of the various and showy birds of Aus-
tralia. 1 may tell you two little faets.
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W e used to be much amused with the family life
of a gray bird, | believe a sort of gray magpic.
These birds seemed never to produce more than
one young onc at a time, but then father and
mother, Gneles and aunts, joined m feeding it, and
making a great fuss over it. You could always
Icnow where one of these much-rejoiced-over young
birds was, by the clamor and cacklmg of the assem-
bled relatives, as of a lot of barn-door fowl.

In once digging for gold, that lay near the sur-
face, we carne upon a small bush c°ntaim"°
nest of a little bird called the “ splendid 'varbler
itwas full of young ones; the father, a gay, fine fel
low, brilliant with a variety ofcolors, but avery great
coward, scarcely dared come near us, bl,t * ree °"
four brown little birds-1 suppose the mother and

her sisters, oreldestdaughters-fed the young with-
out caring for us.

E

W e were so much amused by
them that we would not disturb the bush till they
had flown, but went on to another place. As soon
as we thought the young ones had flowni we
returned to dig up the bush, but a party of Mot-
mons, from California, had saved us that
W e asked them how much gold they found under
the bush, and they said four ounces. Four ounces
at four pounds sterling an ounce So we had lost
sixtecn pounds sterling, not wishmg to d”~urb the
warbler’s family; but we did not regret it, for they
had given us more than thatamount ofamusement
by their proceedings. ,
Sir John Lubbock of late years has been study-
ing the habits and instinets of bees and ante,
am afraid, however, that he lias been dol"°
entomology what Niebuhr did m history, and rent
away a good deal of fact along with actia myth.
I think that there is a vast deal that iswonderful m
these inseets. It always astonishes me to see a
young swarm of bees one day put into a ne« h.ve
and perhaps carried away to a new place; the next
day fly off far and wide over the fields, load thern-
selves with wax and honey, and come back with
the rapidity almost of rays oflight— come direct
the new hive, though it stand among a donen oth-
crs, without mistake or circumlocution; dart past,
notonly houses among trees,but moving objeets;
pass you as you stand near the luvc, liundreds o
them at a time, yet neither strike you nor each

other, though ttaus concentrating the.r fl.gh

o
point.

Independently of the.r geometr.c sk.ll in
constructing their cells, this seems to me marvel-
ous. And if they fly, as Sir John Lubbock sup-
poses, by scent, what noses they must have

An oid friend of mine, an enthus.ast.c ph.lo-apia-
rian, told me that being at a friend’s liouse one dry
summer, when all the ficld flowers were nearly
scorched up, he saw thousands of bees busyin a
field of ciover then in bloom.
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“ 1 wish my bees were here,” said my friend.

“ Probably they are,” replied the gentleman.

“ What, at forty miles distancc ?”

‘“Yes,” said his friend. “ On your return lionel
dredge the backs of your bees with fiour as thcjl
jssue from the hives in the morning, and we dliall
scc

This was done, and his friend wrote to li.nl

directly: “ There are plenty of your white-jactel
bees here in tlic clover.” |
But whatever is the fact with bees, ants foltol

their noses much more than their eyes.

In mi
carden

I saw a train of ants ascending an aopkl
free mgo up bv one track, and descend by anotheil
As in ascending they passed between two smJ
shoots that sprung from the bole, 1 stopped thfij
passage with a piece of bark. The anls didd
see this obstruction with their eyes, but rai. buril
aoainst it, and stood stiU, astomshed. Soonf
crowd of them had thus been suddenly stopp
and were anxiously searching about for a passr
By various successivc starts forward, they eventy;
got around the obstruction and reached the ka

on the other side. The Une of scent was renew
and thenceforward, on arriving at the harria

they went, without a momecnt's hesitation, by,

circular track. | then took my penkmfe and pari

away a piece of the outer bark on the opcn bi
where the ants were desccndmg. The cffect.
the same. The scent being taken away, the;
carne to a dead stand, and there was the samee
founded crowd, and the same spasmod.c aten
to regain the road, which being effected int
same way, the scent was carried over the g8
part of the bark, and the train ran on as ﬁeehj
before. e
W e have a large black wood-ant in EnJ.
and probably you have one similar in America. |
makes in the woods heaps of small dead tivigj
large as a cart-load. This mound of twigs isa!
of ants, almost one living mass. Tura asideal]
of the outer twigs, and liundreds of ants are»
visible, in a State of great agitation. 1 uttnep
ofyour stick near them, and they w. | situp,
sitting in chairs, and bite and fight youri

U3n my tcens | went to ramble much aboutS
wood Forest, the scene of Robin Hoods of
Near the town of Mansfield, on the forest,
wood called Harlowe Wood. In this lsawd
of these wood-ants following a track bunM
bare, as if by the formic acid of their bod J
followed this Une for about a furlong, t o f
whither the ants were going. At that chsta j
wheeled around and returned to their nest,
any apparent cause for this march that 1co

cover. There must, of course, liavc been
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of food or moisture, or something,— but 1
Icictect none. Nearly twenty years afterward,
paid a casual visit to my oid haunts, in
this wood, to my astonishment, | carne
line of ants proceeding from their ncst to
same spot, and back again, with as little
cause as ever ; and though it is very many
that last visit, | feel persuaded that if
wvood be not destroyed, the same line of ants
this day making the same march to the same
and thence returning.
the object may be to capture insects
cross their line of march; but they never

KATI

seemed to pause or quit the exact track, or to show
any disorder, as if engagcd in looking out for or
securing prey.

I send these desultory remarks, knowing the in-
terest that a young naturalist takes in the smallest
characteristics of animal life. A son of ours, as a
boy, could tcll you every mason-bee’s abode in an
oid wall where there were hundreds ; and, after-
ward, had a pleasitre in, and sympathy with, every
creature that existed near him.

May you live, learn, enjoy, and make known
much of the hidden knowledgc of God’s humble
creatures.— Your friend,

W irttiam How itt.

N K A .

(A Russian Story.)

By Kate

Brownilee

Horton

“ SHE WOULD CATCH UP HER LITTLE SISTER USA AND RUN HOME."

was tired, and lonely too. All day

and for many davs together, she had plied

busily, drawing out the thread finer and

from the great bunchcs of flax, which she

had gathered and dried, till the birch-bark

her feet was almost filled with firm, well-

” and the sticks in the great earthen

(In>uPon which the thread must be wound,
f fe"er and fewer.

The tips of her fingers were sore, and it was dull
work with no one to speak to cxcept her faithful
cat, Dimitri, who was never content when he saw
his mistress working, unless he had a ball of thread
for himself; and as she looked about her cheerless
little room, so lonely now, she thought of the days
when a kind mother had been near to lighten every
duty; and joyous, merry children had been her
companions in all childish sports. She hated the
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tireseme flax now, but then the happiest days were
spent in the great flax-fields, playing at “ hide-and-
seek ” up and down the paths the reapers made.
And when the summer showers carne pelting down,
how she would catch up her little sister Lisa and
run home with her “ pick-a-back,” while neighbor
Voscovitch’s children laughed and shouted after
her as she ran. Ah, those were happy days! But
now mother and sister were gone ! Only she and
her father were left in the little home, and she had
to work so hard ! She did wish that her hfe was
different; that she was not poor, lonely Katinka,
the peasant maid, any more. Oh ! why could she
not be like the rich Lady Feodorovna mstead,
whose father, Count Vassilivitch, owned nearly all
the liouses and land from Tver to Torjok, and had
more than three hundred serfs on his estate.

Now, Katinka’s father, lvan Rassaloff, was only
an istroatchick* (sneeze, my dears, and you can
say it nicelyj, and owned notliing but a rickety
oid droskyf and Todeloff, a sturdy little Cossack
pony, and drove travelers here and there for a few
kopecksX a trip. But he saved money, and Katinka
helped him to earn more ; and one of these days,
when they could sell the beautiful lace flounce, 01
which she had been working during all her odd
moments for three years, and which was very nearly
finished, they would be rich indeed. Besides, the
isba (cottage) was not reallv so bad, and it was all
their own; and then there was always Dimitri to
talk to, wlio surely seemed to understand every-
thing she said. So a smile chased away the gather-
ing frown, and this lime she looked around the
little roorn quite contentedly.

may know how the poor people live in Russia? It
was built of balks (great beams or rafters), laid
horizontally one above the other, the ends Crossing
ateach cérner of the buiiding ; and it had a pomted
roof, somewhat like that of a Swiss chalet. Inside,
the chinks were filled with moss and lime, to keep
out the coid. It contained only one room ; but a
great canvas curtain hung from the roof, which by
night divided the room
drawn aside.

There was a deal table, holding some earthen-
ware pipkins, jars, and a samorar (tea-urn),— for
even the poorest peasants have an urn, and dnnk
tea at least three times a day; a deal settee, on
which lay the winter store of flax ; Katinka’s dis-
taff, and the curious candlestick which Russian
peasants use. This is a tail wooden upright, fas-
tened to a sort of trough, or liollowed log of birch-
wood, to keep it erect. To the top an iron cross-
bar is attached (which can be raised or lowered at

* Drosky-driver, or cab-man.

in two, but by day was

will), having at the end a small bowl containingo
and a floating wick, which burns brightly for seven
hours, and is easily lowered and refilled ; whilet
wooden trough below catches the drip.

But the most curious thing in the room waslis
stove. It was made of sheet-iron, and very lag]
with a door at one end, into which whole logs
wood could be put at once ; it was oblong, and8
on the top, like a great black trunk; and on til
fiat top, with the fire smoldering away beneatlj
him, lIvan always slept at night

in winter; aj
sometimes, when

it was very coid, Katinka woiil
bring her sheepskin blanket and sleep there tcol
Not one Russian isba in fifty contains a becl; wit
there is a large family, father, mother, and lili
children all crowd upon the top of the stowei
winter, and in summer they roll themselves upij
their blankets and sleep outside, by the door!

The lamp was lighted and shone brightly
Katinka, wlio made quite a pretty picture ass
rested awhile from her work to speak to Dimita
She wore a wliite chemise with verv full, tal
sleeves, and over it a sara/aire of red linca withl
short boddice and shoulder straps of darle bluf
On her head she had tied a gay-colorcd kerchid
to keep the dust of the flax from her glossybtal
hair, which hung in a single heavy braid fardoi
her back. One of these days, if she should marl
she would have to divide it in two braids, and 1
a kerchief always.

Her shoes were braided, in a kind of basket-wo:
of strips ofbirch-bark, very pliant and comfortab:
though rather clumsy in appearance.

All the day Katinka had been thinking of 0

about their neighbor, Nicholas Paloffsky, andl
poor, mothcrless little ones. The mother liadM
ill fora long, long time, and Nicholas had spenti
he could earn in buying medicines and gooclfol
for her, but they could not save her lifc. Thjl
when she died, Nicholas was both father and nol

to the little ones for months; but, at last, hei
fell ill, and now there was no one to assist him

Besides, he did not own his isba, and, if therg|
were not paid the very next day, the starosta (a
lord) would turn him and his little ones out o-de
bitter winter though it was.

That was fearful! But what could she
help him ? Suddenly there flashed across herni
a thought of her beautiful lace flounce, on »**
she had worked till she loved every thread oli
and in whose meshes she had woven many a
faney about the spending of the silver rouhles.
would be hers when she sold it. She had ine®
to buy a scarlet cusackan (jacket) with gow’

t Drosky, or droitzschka, a fonr-wheelcd pleasure carriage.

. A kopeck is a coin worth about a cent of American money.
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loidery, and a new drosky for her fathcr, so that
5passengers inight give him more kopecks for a
lie. But other plans carne to her mind now.
miist then, lvan carne home liungry ; and as she
Ltened to prepare his supper of tea and black
leed and raw carrots, and a kind of mushroom
ed in oii, she almost forgot neighbor Nicholas

KATINKA.
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hands, and a silver crucifix hanging from his girdle,
who, on reaching the church to which he bade
Ivan drive quickiy, gave him his blcssing— and
nothing more! So lvan’s pockets were empty,
and the pony must go without his supper, unless
Katinka had some dried fish for him.

Katinka, who had a tender heart for all animals,

KATINKA AND DIMITRI.

Jle waiting on her father, who was always so glad
:onc home to her and his snug, warm room.

[iut to-night, for a wonder, he was cross. All
He had waited in the coid, bleak public square
Hrjok, beating his arras and feet to keep him-
I'rarm; and occasionally, | fear, beating his pa-
fllittle pony for the same reason. Nota “ faro”
Jcome near him, except a fat priest, in a purplc
jgown and broad-brimmed hat, with long, flow-
j hair and beard, a gold-mounted staff in his

carried a great bowlful of fish out to Todeloff, who
nibbled it eagerly ; for ponics in Russia, especially
those that are brought from Iceland, considerdried
fish a great dclicacy, and in winter often live on it
for weeks together. Then she gave him a “ good-
night kiss” on the little white spot 0ll his nosc,
and he whispered, “ Now I don’'t mind the beatings
I had to day!”—at Icast I think he must have
meant to say that when he whinnied so elose to
her car.
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When she went back to the house, Ivan was
already wrapped up in his sheep-skin blanket on
top of the stove, and snoring lustily ; so she lowered
the curtain and crept softly into her little cérner
behind it. But she could not sleep, for her mind
was disturbed by thoughts of neighbor Nicholas,
whose little ones perhapswere hungry ; and at last
she arose, filled and lighted the tail lamp, then
unrolled her precious flounce, and worked steadily
at it till, when morning carne, only one little sprig
remained undone, and her doubts as to what she
should do with it were dispelled in the bright sun-
light.

After breakfast, which she made ready as briskly
as though she had slept soundly all night, she said:

“ Father, let me be your first fare to-day, and
perhaps | may bring you good luck. Will you
drive me tothe Lady Feodorovna's?”

“ What in the world do you want there,
tinka?” said her father, wonderingly.

“ To ask if she will buy my lace,” said Katinka.
“ She has so many beautiful dresses, surely she
will find a place on one for my flounce.”

“ Ha'!" said lvan, “ then we will have a feast.
You shall make a cake of white flour and honey,
and we will not eat ‘black-brod’ for a month !
But what will we do with so much monev, my
child ?2”

Katinka liesitated a moment; then said, shyly :
“ Pay Nicholas Paloffsky’s rent, and send the Tor-
jok doctor to cure him. May 1, father?” she
added, entreatingly, forgetting that the money
would be her own.

“Hum-m-m !” said Ilvan ; “ we shall see. But
go now and prepare for your drive, for Todcloff
does not like to wait.”

Katinka was soon ready. W ith her sheep-skin
jackct, hat and boots, slie did not fear the coid;
and mounting the drosky, they drove rapidly toward
Count Vassilivitch’s beautiful home, not fearing to
leave their little isba alone, for the neighbors all
were honest, and, besides, there was nothing to
steal!

A drive of four versts (about three miles) brouglit
them to their journey’s end, and Katinka’s heart
beat anxiously as the oid drosky rattled up through
the court-yard to the grand hall-door; but she
went bravely up to the fine porter, and asked to
see Lady Feodorovna.

“ Bosja moiaf" (bless me) “ what do yon want
with my lady?” asked the gorgeous Russ who, in
his crimson and gold livery, serf though he was,
looked scornfully down on free Katinka, in her
poor little sheep-skin jackct.

I think Katinka would scarcely have found cour-
age to answer him, but, luckily, his lady crossed
the hall just then, and secing Katinka, kindly

Ka-
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beckoncd her to enter, leading the way to hero»!
especial apartment.

“ What do you wish with me?” she ask«
kindly. But Katinka was too bewildered byt
splendor on every side to answer as she should.

Truly it appearcd like fairy-land to the yo®
peasant maid. The room was long and very Iofitl
the ceiling, one great beautiful picture ; tire
had no carpet, but was inlaid with different krg
ofwood in many curious patterns; the wnlls \a@
covered with blue flowered silk, on which mior
and lovely pictures were hung alternately; whill
beautiful statues, and luxurious couches covcisf
with blue damask, added to the elegance and coi
fort of the room.

There was no big, clumsy stove to be seen i
in the houses of the rich, in a recess in eacli room
is a kind of oven, in which a great wood firej
allowcd to smolder all day), but a delicious feelii»
of warmth prevailed, and a soft, sweet perfum
floated on the air.

At last, Katinka’s eyes rested on the fair ladyjJ
her soft, fleecy gown of white (for even in winta
Russian ladies wcar the thinnest summer dressesij
the house), and she said, softly :

“ 1 think this is heaven, and surely you are lilj
an angel !”

“ Not an d&ngel,” said Lady Feodorovna, smilinj
“ but perhaps a good fairy. Have you a wii
pretty maid ?”

Indeed, yes,” replicd Katinka. *“ I wish, wia
ewish (for you must always make a wish to a faiij
three times) you would buy my lace flounta
See !”— and she unrolled it hurriedly from outt
clean linen cloth in which it was wrapped. “ li|
fair and white, though 1 have worked Ol it:
three years, and it is all finished but this onel
sprig. | could not wait for that; | want the nois
so much. Will you buy it?”

“ What is the pricc?” asked the lady, whos
that it was indeed a beautiful piece of work.

* Ninety roubles” (about scventy-fivc dolian!
said Katinka, almost in a whisper, as if she feae
to iame so great a sum aloud, though she 1
the lace was worth it.

“Why, what will you do with so many roublesi|
asked the lady, not curiously, but in such agoi
fairy way, that Katinka said :

“ Surely I nced not fear to tell you. Butitis|
long story. W ill you kindly listen to it all ?”

“ Yes, glddly; sithere,” and Feodorovna poirg
to one of the beautiful blue couches, on thei
treme edge of which Katinka sat down tinw
making a very funny picture in her graysheep s
jacket and scarlet gown. “ Now tell me, first,)«
fiame.”

“ Katinka Rassaloff, barisima (lady), dauglj
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KATINKA.

Ivan, peasants from beyond Torjok. Beside us
a good man, Nicholas Paloffsky, who is ill
poor. He has four little children, and many
I have divided my supper with them, and
fear they are often hungry. The baby cries all
for there is no mother to care for it, and the
trouble the poor father, who can do nothing
Besides, unless the rentis paid to-morrow,
must leave their isba. Think of that, lady —
in this bitter winter weather 1 no shelter
Ah, buy my lace, that I may help

Katinka, carnestly.
speaking, Lady Feodorovna rose and

that he coukl not get it shut in time to sav a word,
but opened his eyes instead to keep it company,
and stood looking after her till she was seated in
the drosky. Then Ilvan “ flicked” Todeloff, who
kicked up his heels and rattled out of the court-
yard in fine style. When they were out of sight,
the porter found he could say “ bosja tnoia" again,
so he said it; and feeling much relieved, was grad-
ually getting back to his usual dignified manner,
when his lady carne tripping down the stairs,
wrapped in a beautiful long sable mande-, bidding
him order her sledge, and one for her maid, to be
brought to the door at once.

ON THE WAY TO POLOFFSKY S COTTAGE

a beautiful cabinet, unlocked the door with
gold key, which was suspended by a chain
girdle, took out a roll of silver roubles, and

in Katinka’s lap.
said she, “ are one hundred roubles.
conteni?”
took the soft white hand in hers and
it, while such a happy smile lighted up her
the “ good fairy” needed no otheranswer.
away, Katinka,” she said; “ perhaps
see me soon again.”
courtesied deeply, then almost (lew out
so startling the granel porter,
mouth wide op.cn ready to scold her,

When the slcdges were brought, Lady Feodo-
rovna entered hers and drew the soft, white bear-
skin robe around her, while her maid threw over
her fur hood a fine, fleecy scarf of white wool.
Then the maid put numberless packages, small
and great, into the footof the other sledge, leaving
only just i'oom to put herselfin afterward.

W hile they are waiting there, I must tcll you
what Lady Feodorovna’s sledge was like. It was
built something like our “ one seat Boston cuttcrs,”
exccpt that the back was higher, with a carved
wooden ornament on top; there was no “ dash-
board,” but the runners carne far up in a curve at
the front, and where theyjoined was another splen-
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did ornament of wood gilded, and surmounted by
a gilded eagle with outspread wings.

The body of the sledge was of rosewood, and in
the front was a beautiful painting of Cupid, the lit-
tle “ love-god,” and his mamma. The other sledge,
which had a silver swan at the front, was not quite
so fine, though the shape was the same.

There were no horses to draw these sledges,
but behind each stood a servant in fur jacket,
cap and boots, with a pair of skates hung over his
shouldcr.

“ 1 wish to go to the isba of Paloffsky, the peas-
ant, beyond Torjok; we will go the shorter way,
by the river,” said Lady Feodorovna. “ Hasten !”

Then the servants each gave a great push, and
the sledges started off so quickly and lightly down
the slope to the river that they could scarcely keep
up with them. When they reached the banks of
the Blankow, which flowed pasttheCounl’sgrounds,
and was frozen over for miles, the servants stoopcd
and put on their skates, binding them by long
straps over their feet and round and round their
anieles. Then they started down the river, and,
oh 1 how they flew ! while the sledges, with their
gorgeous birds, fairly sparklcd in the sunlight.

Sooner almost than | can tell it they had reached
their journey’s end; the skates were unstrapped,
and the sledges drawn up the bank to the door of
the little isba, which Lady Feodorovna cntered, fol-
lowcd by the maid with the bundles.

A sad picture met theireyes. Poor Nicholas sat
on a bench by the stove, wrapped up in his sheep-
skin blanket, looking so palé and thin that he
scarcely seemed alive; on his knee lay the hungry
baby, biting his little fist because he had nothing
else’to bite, while on the floor beside him sat a lit-
tle three-year-old fellow crying bitterly, whom a
sad little eider sister was trying to comfort.

Nicholas looked up as the door opened, but did
not speak, as the strange lady advanccd, and bade
her maid open the packagcs and put their contents
on the table. How the children stared ! The little
one stopped crying and crept' up to the table, fol-
lowed shyly by his sister. Then the maid put a
dainty white bread roll in each little hand. Then
she took the baby gcntly from off the poor, tired
father’'s knee, and gave it spoonful after spoonful
of sweet, puré milk, till its little pinclied cheeks
seemed fairly to grow full and rosy, and it gave a
satisfied little “ coo— o0,” that would have done
your hcarts good to hear.

Meanwhile, Lady Feodorovna went up to Nicho-
las and said, softly:

“ Look at your little ones ! they are happy now !
Can you not rouse up and drink this good bowl of
soup ? Itiswarm yet, and will do you good. Drink,
then 1 will tell you some good news.”

Nicholas took the bowl which she held townard]
him, but his hand trcmbled so that it would li
fallen if she had not herself held it to his lips. Asi
he tasted the warm, nourishing soup, new lid
seemed to come to him, and he grasped the boil
eagerly, drinking till the last drop was gone, the&l
looking up with a grateful smile, he said, simply; [

“ Ah 1we were so hungry, my little ones and I|
Thanks, barishna.”

“ Now for my good news!” said the ladyl
“ Hcrc is the money for your rent; and here ai;]
ten roubles more, for clothes for your little one.l
The food there is sufficient for to-day ; to-inorrosl
I will send you more. Do not thank me,"ski
added, as Nicholas tried to speak; “ you m«]|
thank Katinka Rassaloff for it all.”

Just then a great noise was heard outside, afiil
little Todeloff carne prancing merrily up to thel
door, shaking his head and rattling the little belil
on his douga (the great wooden arch that all Rei
sian horses have attached to their collars),
proudly as if lie had the finest drosky in all St|
Petcrsburg behind him.

Katinka jumped quickly down, and enteringtb]|
little isba, stood fairly speechless at seeing Ladtl
Feodorovna, whom she had left so shortly beforeit|
her own beautiful home.

“ Ah, Katinka! 1lhave stolen a march on you'l
said the good fairy. “ There is nothing youco]|
do here.” )

“ Is there not? ” said Katinka. *“ See! herel
the s/arosla’s receipt for a year’s rent, and therel
turning toward the door as a venerable oid mail
entered, “ is the Torjok doctor, who has come!
make neighbor Nicholas wcll.”

I must tell you what the doctor was like.
wore a long, fur coat with wide sleeves, fur bod
and a great pair of fur gloves, so that he lootd
almost like a bigbear standing up. He wore qt
blue spectaclcs, and from under a little blackvi-
vet cap, long, silky, white liair fell over his do
ders, and his white beard nearly reached lol
waist.

The doctor walkcd up to Nicholas, put his hen
on his knees, stooped and looked gravely at lig
then rising, turned sharply to Katinka, saying:

“ There is no sick one here! Why did )«
bring me so far for nothing? But it is two roubte
all the same.”

“ Here are the roubles,” said Katinka, "andlj
am very glad we do not want you ;” which wasn
at all polite of her.

Then, too, Ivan had driven ofT in search of |
sengers, so the poor doctor had to walk nearlyj
verst (about three-fourths of a mile), tlirough t
snow, back to Torjok, which made him growl 1
a real bear all the way.
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KATINKA.

Katinka went shyly up to Nicholas, who was
Uvning crossly at her, and said :
“Are you angry with me? Do not frown so, |
Wcll, frown if you will! the children do not,
lid 1 did it all for them ; 1 love them !” and she
lught up baby Demetrius and buricd her face in
Sscurly hair to hidc a tear that would come; for
Jiefelt grieved that Nicholas did not thank her,
ten with a smile, for what she had done.
I When she looked up Lady Feodorovna and her
aid were gone, and Nicholas stood before her
Jilding little Noviska by one hand, while two-year-
1Tottleben (that is a real Russian fiame, though
irhaps you did not know it), clung to his knee.
1“ Katinka,” said Nicholas, gentlv, “ now | can
lank you with all my heart, though | cannot find
tordsto speak my thanks. Let the children kiss
tu forit all; that is best.”
| Katinka kissed the children heartily, then she
at down the baby and opened the door, but Nicli-

163

Then Katinka hastened to brush her pretty hair,
and puton her best sarafane (dress), with the scar-
let embroidered boddice and straps, and was all
ready when lvan carne in, to tell him of their invi-
tation, and help him make his toilet.

* 1 must have my hair cut,” said lIvan, scating
himself on a bench, while Katinka tied a band
around his liead, fastening it over his forehead,
then got a great pair of shears and cut his hair
straight round by the band. (Evcn the barbe,rs
always cut by these bands, and | do not think one
of them could have done it better.) Then, like a
good little Russian daughter that she was, Katinka
took a bit of tallow candle and rubbed it on her
father’s hair to keep it smooth, belted down his
gray flannel blouse, and handed him his sheepskin
jacket, with a hint that it was high time for them
to be off.

When the guests entered his isba, Nicholas
kissed lvan,— for that is always the custom be-

THE FEAST.

iss face was sober then, though his eyes still

liled as he said:

1“ Come back to tea, Katinka, and bring Ivan

I'tand our young neighbor Alexis, who often is

jngry, we will have a feast of all these good

Ings.”

VHorrosha " (very well), said Katinka, then ran

jickly libme.

Dimitri met her at the door, crying piteously.
Poor pussy!” cricd Katinka; “ you have had

jthing to eat all day ! What a shame !”

r Miauw!” said Dimitri to that.

1 Never mind, pussy; you shall have all my sup-
'<and father’s too, for we are invited out to tea,
nust not eat anything now.”

Miauw, miauw," said pussy to that, and scarnp-
iaway to hi~.bowl to be all ready for his fish,
amilk, and sour cabbage soup (think of that for

but he liked it), that he knew was coming.

tween Russian men who are friends,— then he
called to Alexis :

“ Heads up, and help me with the
supper.”

Alexis, who was turning somersaults in his joy,
carne right side up with a spring, and soon the feast
was on the table, and the four wooden benches
drawn up around it.

Ivan and Nicholas had each a bench for himself;
Alexis sat beside Katinka, while Noviska and Tot-
tleben were placed on the remaining bench.

Katinka had wrapped baby Demetrius up in his
little lamb-skin blanket, and laid him 011 the lop of
the stove, where he fell asleep while she was patting
his soft clieek.

W hat appetites they all had ! and how quickly the
good things disappeared! wine-soup and grousc;
cheese-cakcs and honey; white rolls and swcet
cream eakes (“ Charlotte de Russe ” perhaps— what

my boy!
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164 BUDGES STORY OF

doyou think?) vanished almost as if by magic, till
at last there was only a bowl of crcam left. Alexis
— who had acted as vvaiter, removing all the empty
dishes in turn— placed this in the middle of the
tablc, giving to cach one a birch-wood spoon and
refilling the glasses with tea; then he sat down by
Katinka again at the plain uncovered table.

(Do you know anything about Russiantea, chil-
dren ? It is made verv strong and is drunk always
from glasses instead of cups, and so hot that it
would bring tears from the eyes of any one but a
Russian. Milk is not used; aslice of lemon instead
floats on the top. Sugar is never put in the glass,
but tea-drinkers liold a lump between their teeth,
and then drink the tea through the sugar 1 Even
very little children are given strong tea to drink as

BUDGE'S STORY OF
By THE AUTHOR OF

H, Toddie,— where do you think

| 've been ? 1've been to the
Centennial! Papa woke me up
wlicn it was all dark, and we

rodé in railroad-cars and horse-

cars before it was light; that’s

the way men do, Tod, an’it’s

lots of fun. My 1did n't I do

lots of railroad-riding before 1

got to the Centennial 1 An’ all

along the road | saw pilesof big

sticks laid crosswise ever so nice,

so they looked just like the picture in the big Bible

of the altar that Abraham put Isaac on, you know,

and | thoughtthey ivas altars, an’ after 1 thought

about whatlots of little boys there mustbe going

to be burned up ill that country, and asked papa

about it, he said they was n’t altars at all, but only

just piles of railroad ties— was n’t it too bad 1 And

| crossed tlic Dclaware at Trenton, too, just like

Georgc Washington, but 't was n't a bit like the

pictures in the history-book that papa reads out of,

and nobody there had on hats a bit like Washing-
ton’s.

But 1 tell yoji the Centennial was nice; every

little while we’'d come right up to a place where

they sold pop-corn balls, and they made 'em as

THE CENTENNIAL. la |
soon as they have teeth to hold the sugar, and thtil
seem to thrive on it.)

There was much to talk about. Nicholas liadjl
very, very hard time in persuading Katinka totald
the rent inoncy which the grand lady had left,;
which he protested he no longer needed, sincethj
landlord was paid, and he already felt well enougl
to work. Katinka, in her turn, had to laugh j;|
the jokes of Alexis, who was really a funny
when he was not hungry ; Tottleben had to singa!
funny little child-song; and Ivan had to tell Nictol
las of Todeloff’s wonderful ways.

And here we must leave them— a happy, gratefcl|
party, though Nicholas still looked palé and feebl:|
and the company-boy had eaten so tremendouskl
that Ivan still was staring at him with astonishmeml

THE CENTENNIAL.

“ HELEN’S BABIES.”

easy— why, a little thing went down, an’ a
thing carne up, and there was a pop-corn ballall
in a second. An’ then they made people payfe|
cents for 'em 1 | think 't was real mean: /woiil
a hundred times that much for a pcnnywhenl
keep my elothes clean all day.

But, oh, if you only could see the big enginenl
Machinery Hall ! 1 don’t see how the Lord coi]
do more than thatengine; ittuinsaU sorts<f whedl
and machines, an’ don’t make a bit of noisc aboli
it, an’ it don’t ever gct tired. An’the water—mjl
if we lived in Machinery'Hall | guess papa wouldt:!
ever scold us for leaving faucets open an’ \adlit]
water, for there’s dozens of great big pipes1
don’'t do anything but spout out water. An’th
was a whole lot of locomotives, but they had?
any men in 'em, so you could walk around 'ema
look at 'cm without anybody sizzin’ steam outti
you.

An’ do you know, papa says all the stcam-j:|
gines and locomotives in the world began byaW
W atts boy playing with the tea-kettle on his man
ma’s stove; he saw that when there got to bea«l
of steam inside of the kettle, it pushed the top «p|
an’ that little boy thought to himself, W hy could"
steam push up something that was useful ? Buii|
we was to go in the kitchen an’ see what thel
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:ettle would do, then Bridget would say, “ Ah, go
hayan' don’t ye be meddlin’ wid fings.” | guess
te world was a nicer place for boys when that little
Vatts boy was alive.
'l was awful disappointed at the Centennial,
Lugh; 1 thought there 'd be lots of color there,
my centennial garters is all color,— red, an’
lliite, an’ blue, an’ nothin’ else but Inja-rubber,
uthe houses was most all just the color of mud-
Sies, except Aggerycultural Hall, an’ the top of
jiatwas only green, an’ I don’t think that’s a very
jretty color. It was nicer inside of the houses,
Jiough; there was one of them that papa said had
hore iban twenty-two miles of vvalks in it; 1 guess
jierewas, eos we was in it more than an hour, an’
mhfunny things 1 You ought to see a mummy,
Jod,— | guess you would n’t ever want to die after
it, bm papa said their spirits was n’t in 'em any
Irore,—1 should n’t think they would be, if they
wanted jo look nice. You know mamma’s opal
ng?—well, papa lifted me up and showed me the
Jggest opal in the world, and 't was nearly as pretty
jtheinside of our big sea-shell.
j/ know what you'd have liked,— there was a
gicture of Goliath, an’ David had chopped his head
lan’ he was a-holdin’ it up,— I think he ought to
lave liad his head chopped off if he looked as hor-
nd as that. An’ | saw Circe, and the pigs all
nuealing to her to turn 'em back into men again,
-1 really believe 1 heard 'em squeal,— an’ Circe
ust sat there lookin’ like Bridget does when she
ont give us more cake. It made me feel dreadful
i think there was men inside of those pigs.
[But what bothered me was, every once in a while
"would come to a place where they sold cakes,
j)'then papa would hurry right past; | kept show-
ng him the cakes, but he would go along, and he
Id just the same thing at the places where they
Bade candy, only he stopped at one place where
ley was making chocolate candy, an’ grindin’ the
locolate all up so that it looked like mud, an’ he
lid, “ Is n't that disgustin’?” Well, it didn't
ok very nice.
I There was a whole lot of things from Egypt,
pere Joseph and Moses lived, you know, and all
‘ound the wall was pictures of houses in Egypt,
P 1 asked papawhich of’em Pharaoh lived in, an’
flen two or three people ciése to us looked at me
Y laughed out loud, an’ | asked papa what they
uglied for, an’ he said he guessed it was because
jtalked so loud ; 1 do think little boys have an
Tful lot of bothers in this world, an’ big people
;real ugly to '’em ; but papa took me away from
cm>an’ | got some candy at last, an’ | think
ivas about time.
Then we saw lots of animals, an’birds, an’ fishes,
®v *hey wasn’'t alive, an’ | was walkin’ along

BUDGE S STORY OF THE CENTENNIAL.

thinkin’ that I wished we could see somebody we
knew, when all of a sudden | saw a turtle, just like
| just screamed right out, an’ | liked to have
cried, | was so glad. That was in the Gov'mcnt
Building, | believe papa called it; an’ | saw all the
kinds of things they kill people with in wars, an’ a
man on a liorse that was just like papa was when
he was a soldier,— 1 guess you would n’'t want to
run up to him an’ ask him what he’d brought you,
he looked so awful. An’just outside the door of
that house was a big god like the heathens make
an’ pray to. 1should think they would keep him
out-of-doors, he was so awful ugly— why, I would n’t
say my prayers to him if 1 did n't evergetanything.
| asked papa if the god was slandin’ there while he
made a heaven for himself, an’ papa said 1'd have
to ask Mr. Huxley about that; / don’t know any
Mr. Huxley, do you ?

Then we saw the Japanese things,—1 knew them
right away, eos they always look like things that
you don't ever see anywhere else. One of the
things was a man sittin’ on a cow, an’ papa read a
card hangin’ on it— “ Shoki, punisher of imps and
bad boys,” an’then he said, “ You 'd better behave
yourself, Budge, for that oid cliap is looking for
you.” | did n't think he looked shockey a bit, an’
I just told papa so, and then a lady laughed an’
said | was a smart boy, as if it was anything very
smart not to be afraid of a little oid iron man on
an iron cow 1

You just ought to see how people looks inside of
'em; | saw some people that was cutted open, only
they wasn’t real people, but just made of mortar.
You 'd just get tired to see what lots of funny places
bread an’ butter an’ apples have to go in us before
they turn into little boy, and how there’s four little
boxes in our hearts that keep openin’ an’ shuttin’
lots of times every minute without the hinges ever
comin’ loose an’ lettin’ the covers drop off, like they
do in our toy-boxes.

You never saw such lots of pictures; there was
rooms, an’ rooms, an’ rooms, an’ each one of them
was as lovely as Mr. Brown’s barn was when the
circus pictures was all over it. There was one big
picture that papa said was all about a lady named
Cornaro, that was stole away from her home, and
the people that stole her tried to make her happy
by givin’ her nice things, but the picture looked so
much like a lovely big rug that | wanted to get up
there an’ lie down an’roll on it. An’then there
was the ao/fullest picture of a whole lot of little
boys— not so very little, either— that was crucificd
to keep the Lord from bein’ angry. | tell you, 1
just said a little prayer right away, an’ told the Lord
that | was glad / was n’t a little boy then, if that
was the kind of things they done to 'em. | guess
I know what people mean now, when they say

ours.
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they 've got the blues, eos that dreadful picture was
blue all over.

I think comin’ home was about as nice as any-
thing, though, eos boys kept comin’ through the
‘cars with bananas, an’ figs, an’ peanuts, an’ apples,
an’ cakes, an’ papa bought meeverything | wanted,
an’a lovely lady sat in the seat with us an’ told
about a picture of Columbus’s sailors kneelin’ down
an’ beggin’ him to forgive 'em for bein’ so bad,
just like mamma reads to us out of the history-
book. An’ then another lady sat in the seat with
us, but she was n’'t so nice, eos she said “ Sonton-
nial,”— / think big folks ought to know how to talk
plaincr than that. An’papa said he’'d go out a
minute or two, an’l was thinkin'what a great trav-
eler | was gettin’ to be, an’how | knew mostevery-
thing now 1'd been to the Centennial, an’ how |
was smart enough to be a big man right away, an’
what lots of things | ’d do, and how 1'd have every-

THE STARS

By Richard

INTRODUCTION.

It is very pleasant to know the stars— to be able,
like Milton’s hermit, to

“ Sit and rightly spell
O f every star that heaven doth show.”

And it is not at all difficult to learn all the chief
star-groups,— or constellations, as they are callee),—
ifonly the Icarner goes properly to work. Perhaps
I ought rather to say, if the teacher goes properly
to work. | remember, when | was a boy about
twelve years oid, being very much perplexed by the
books of astronomy, and the star-charts, from which
1 tried to learn the stars. There was “ Bonny-
castle’s Astronomy,” with a very pretty picture of
one constellation,— Andrémeda,— in which, if one
looked very carefully, one could perceive stars,

though these were nearly lost in the carefully
shaded picture of the Chained Lady hersclf. An-
other book which I found in my father’s library

showed a series of neat pictures of all the chief
constellations, but gave no clear information as to
their whereabouts. And the charts which | found

FOR

thing nice | wanted to, like big men do, whenaji
at once | got afraid we 'd gone off an’ left papa,a[j
then | got to be a little boy right away again, anl"
cried, an’ when papa got back I just jumped int
lap an’ thought | 'd rather stay a little boy.

1'm awful sorry you was n’'t there, too, Tod,b
papa said such a little boy as you couldn’t donl
much walkin’. An’ | asked papa when there 'dbil
one that you'd be big enough to go to, and fel
said, “ Not for a hundred years.” Gracious Peterl
I knew you 'd be dead before then. But youl|
see a centennial even if you die, eos the Lord hs
everything nice in heaven, an’ ccntennials are nice)|
so there '11 be lots of 'em there, an’ you wont gel
tired a bit lookin’ at 'em, an’ | don’t believe 6:1
angels 'U laugh at you when you say things, ail
you wont be dragged past all the cake and candi
places, so | guess you 'll have a good time, evena]
you was n't with us.

JANUARY.

A. Proctor.

were not at all easy to understand, being, in fa,
the usual star-charts, which give no informatice

whatever about the places of star-groups onth& I
of any place or at any time. So that it was onlybj|
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it

1 kin, my way from the Great Bear to constella-

ions ciése by it, then to others ciése by these, and

so on, that I slowly learned the

chicf star-groups. The object

of the series of maps which are

now about to be given, month

by month (in pairs), is to rc-

move this difficuity for the young

astronomers of America. The

maps are made specially for

America, and for the particular

month to which each pair bc-

longs. For instance, they would

. not be right for London (as, in-

decd, some writing on each map shows) ; for

voul'd the January maps which appear in the pres-

,nt number of this rnagazine be of the least use for
[uncorjuly.

The two maps printed on pages 168 and 169
show what stars can be seen toward the north, and
what stars toward the south, at a certain convenicnt
hour during every night in January. This hour
varies, night by night. On January ist, the hour
at which the stars shown in these maps can be
seen in the position shown will be about a quarter
past nine in the evening; on January 2, about
deven minutes past nine; on January 3, about
seven minutes past nine, and so on earlier and
earlier each night: on January 5, at nine; Jan-
uary 8, at a quarter to nine ; January 12, half past
eight; January 16, a quarter past eight ; January
20, eight o’clock ; January 23, a quarter to eight;
January 27, half past seven;
quarter past seven.

Before describing the maps for the month, it will
be well for me to note that the black part of each
map shows the sky as it would be seen (toward the
Inorth in Map 1., toward the south in Map 11) by
observers living in Philadelphia or in the same
jlatitude. This is nearly correct (quite sufficiently
so for the purpose of these maps) for New York,
St. Louis, Washington, Cincinnati, and all places
lonor nearly on the same latitude as any of those
Icities. The horizon for Boston, Chicago, and other
jplaces nearly in that latitude, is shown below the
liorizon of Philadelphia in the northern map, and
jabove that horizon in the Southern map. The
horizon for Louisville, and places nearly in the same
jlatitude, is shown above the horizon of Philadelphia
inthe northern map, and below that horizon in the
Southern map. The horizon of New Orleans forms
the lower limit of the Southern map, and is seen in
ithe northern map high above the horizon of Boston.
Lastly, to show the young American astronomer
how notably American skies differ from English,
the horizon of London is shown below the lower
limit of the northern map, and high above the

fio. 2

and January 31, a
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horizon of Boston in the Southern map. The point
overhead, ofeourse, variesjust as the horizon varies.
Its position for Philadelphia and Boston is shcwn
in each map ; its position for London (England) in
the northern map, and for New Oileans in the
Southern.

In each map the Latin namds of the constella-
tions are given ; but in the dcscription of each map
the English fames will be given, and a fcw rc-
marks on each constellation. The Greek letters
used by astronomers are also given ; and the young
learner who may not happen to know the Greek
alphabct, will do well to leam the fiames of the
Greek letters, as follows:

a is called Alpha vis called Nu

3 “ Beta oo Xi

y “ Gamma n. *“ Omicron
6 “ Delta L Pi

£ - Epsilon p " R_hO

i “ Zeta I “ Sigma
v « Eta r “ Tau

0 « Theta \Y “ Upsllon
L “ lota + - Phi

K “ Kappa X Chi (Ki)
7. “ Lambda “ Psi

p « Mu w “ Omeéga

Most of the bright stars have
Gincny uuivv,u  — -
will be mentioned as our survey proceeds.

proper fames,

FIG. 3.

Looking northward, we see that Draco, “ the
dragon,” has usurped the regién duc north imme-
diately under Ursa Minor, the “ little bear.” The
full proportions of the dragén are now clcarly and
convcniently shown, except in the Southern parts
of the United States,— for the horizon of New
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Orleans conceals from view the two bright stars y
and ft, which ancicntly formed the head of the
great monster. In tliose modern maps which show
the constcllation figures, the dragén is represented
differently, and generally somewhat as in Fig. |
(knots and all). But you cannotimagine the stars

to form a dragén, or snake, in that way. Now we
may be surc that the ancients, when they called a
group of stars by any flame, really imagined some
resemblance between the star-group and the figure
after which they named it. | have heard it said

that the liveliest imagination cannot form figures

of familiar objeets out of the stars; but this isccr-1
tainly a mistake, for I know that when | was alad, |
and beforc 1 had learned to associate the stars with|
the constellations at present in use, 1 used toim
agine among the stars the figures of sucli objeetsa; |
I was most familiar with. In the constcllationail

the Swan, | saw a capital kite (it is there to thjl
day). In the Great Bear, | saw the figure ofatyl
very common at that time in England, representing |
a monkey that passed over the top ofa pole. The]
three stars forming the handle of the Dipper (

and c) made the tail of the monkey; and if)™*|
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L atthe Dipper in the position it now occupies
| the early evening, you will readily see the figure
ladimbing monkey. In Perseus | could see a
Idand of flowers such as my sistcrs used to make.
[ion was a climbing giant when rising, but took
; attitude of a giant going down hill as he passed

Oist/iepom tover/icad'
fo rthelatiturieof/'/u/ad"

% Staroh/stifapp/"~$f

Ovei head
11K Ifes*>Jatfaflosfon Ofcrbtj/AMms

groups rcally seemed picturcd in the heavens. Add
to this the consideration that it would not be among
the stars overhead, but among those toward the
horizon, that they would imagine such shapes, and
I think we can understand where and how they saw
a dragoén in the stars shown in the lower partofour

oist/iepomtoverhead'fortie

ie ,Jrd
TAURUS
Egiiatoi-
~“IDANUS
Jfor.ofZon-
CCELUM
Horizon Horizon
of of
Bost
Boston PAi/ad!
Zouisvitk Zouisvit/e
~ a/AQI NAOLOGIUM
% *PICTOR *' C. *
J .00 S t & Wi
SSE Jiorison ofJVewQOrleans SSw

Tfle SonthemSkvat/Ov.ufec2/;at9 mdanJ,andatd rufan.20

rtothewcst. In the Serpent-Bearer and Ser-

11 1 saw a monstrous sword, shaped like the

| 'od saber which Saladin wielded ; and so forth.

mooubt, in the infancy of astronomy, or perhaps

| licworld itself, men were fanciful in the same
and the figures they assigned to the star-
VOL. IV.— 12.

northern map. It was not such a nondescript as
Fig. i which they saw, but a really snake-like fig-
ure ; and, for my own part, | have no doubt what-
ever that the stars {3 and y were the eyes of the
drag6n they imagined, and that its head was pict-
ured in their imagination somewhat as shown in

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



Fig. 2.* On referring to the northern map, you
will see that I have borrowed a star from Hercules
to make the snake’s head complete. But that does
not trouble my mind in the least. The idea of
separating the constellations one from another was
a much later one than that of merely naming the
more remarkable star-groups. If one set of stars
seemed to resemble any object, and another set to
resemble another object, | think the corresponding
fiames would have been given even though some
stars of one set were jncluded within the other set.
In fact, | think this very constcllation of the Dragén
seems to me to show that our modern constellation
figures have been largely reduced in extent. When
/ look northward at the Drag6n placed as in the
northern map, | see not a mere snake with his
head as in Fig. 2, but a monstrous winged serpent,
as in Fig. 3; only, to make the figure complete, |
have to take in a large piece from the Little Bear.
The stars thus borrowed make a great wing for the
dragon ; the stars u, 1/, 15, etc., of the dragéon make
another wing; and the nqgck, body, and tail run
from f through 7, 0, land « to A

You may, perhaps, think that it matters very
little what figures the ancients really imagined
among the stars. But you will be disposed to think
differently when | mention that the supposed want
of resemblance now between the star-groups and
the figures assigned to them, has led some to form
the bold idea that there was once a strong resem-
blance, but that some stars have gone out, others
have shone forth more strongly or are altogether
new, and that thus the resemblance has been de-
stroyed. When we remember that our sun is only
one among the vast number of suns, it becomes
rather a serious matter for the inhabitants of the
earth if so many suns have really changed. For,
in that case, our sun may soon change in his tura,
and either broil us up with cxcess of heat, or leave
us to perish miserably from extremity of coid.
However, | think the explanation which 1 have
given shows that the resemblance formerly im-
agined still remains, and that it is only because
modern astronomy has dockcd the dimensions of
the oid figures that they no longer correspond with
their flames.

Above the Drag6n we see the Lesser Bear, the
two guardians of the pole, 3 and 5, liaving swung
round a little past the lowest part of their circuit.
Approacliing the north from the left are the stars
of Cepheus, which will in a month or two be more
favorably placed for study. Notice the glory of the
“ milky way” overhead. Looking that way, also,
the very bright star Capella will attract your notice.
It belongs to the constcllation Auriga, or “ the

*Aratus, in dcscribing the constellations, speaks ofthe Dragén as “
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charioteer.” There is a nearly vacant space 1*1
tween Auriga and Ursa Minor, which seemsJ
show that in that direction the system of stars-J
which our sun belongs is not so richly strewn wirtf
suns as elsewhere. And although, when a telcscopl
is turned towarcl this regién, hundreds and ihojl
sands of stars are brought into view, yet not rearhl
so many are seen as when the same telescope 1
directed toward Perseus or Cassiopeia.

And now turning our back upon the polestarl
let us look toward the south. A month ago, tfJ
“ great whale,” Cetus, occupied the greater parid
the Southern mid-sky ; but now (at the same hounjl
that constellation has passed away westward («heJ
it can still be seen), and the mighty river Eridand
occupies nearly the whole space between the equ]
tor and the- Southern horizon. This constellation!
a great deal too large ; it has not room lo tunl
itsclf. Observe how poor Bayer (the astronc.|
who first gave to the stars of each constellation ¢l
letters of the Greck alphabet) was perplexed :I
the large number of stars he had to deal mil
There are seven Taus (in reality there are nine,™
the other two are small), and five Upsilons ;I
shown (out of seven), while several stars tvhil
ought to have received their proper Greek letal
have been only numbered.

Above Eridanus is the fine constellation Taurd
or “ the bull,” belonging to the zodiacal twa
which mark the road-way of the sun and plantl|
The sun’s path, or ecliptic, is marked on ther
the portion shown being that which he traversa!
May and June. The Symbol Il represents theiid
of “ the twins,” the sun entering that sign, onll
course toward the left shown by the arrow, aba
the 2ist of May— which is, therefore, w/thclir|
to look for Taurus or the Plciades, seeing thatt
sun is shining in the rnidst of their regién oi:i
heavens. The sign of Gemini, or “ the twins,"lif
formerly to agree with the constellation of “i
twins,” but now, as the map shows, falls t:]
Taurus.

The group of stars called the Pleiadcs isonej
the most interesting objeets in the heavens.
former times they were thought to exert very»
portant influences on the weather, probablvbect|
when the sun was in Taurus, which then1
sponded with the end of April, it was a tinte
all nature seemed to spring into activity. Ade
Smyth says that the passage in Job, transte
“ Canst thou bind the swect influences o
Pleiades, or loose the bands of Orion ?” etc., 4
be rendered thus:

“ Canst thou shut up the delightful tcemings of ChiiMb*
Or the contractions cf Cliesil canst thou open ?'

with eyes oblique rctorted, that askant cast gleaming fire-
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nah rcpresenting Taurus, or the constellation
Ipicd by the sun (in Job’s time) in spring (April
imdMay); «'hile Chesil is not Orion, but Scorpio,
ronstellation which in Job’s time was occupied
gy tho sun in autumn (October and November).
intcresting to notice the ancients thus regard-
:iiestellar influences, as exerted, not when the
in question are visible in the night-time, but
their rays are combined with those of the
Inlwhich also was the way in which astrologers
«ded the stars. Taurus now shines highest in
;kies at midnight toward the end of Novem-
but in Job’s time, six or seven weeks earlier.
id, speaking of their rcturn to the night skies
being lost in the sun’s rays, which in his day
‘bein early autumn, says :

“ There is a time when forty days they lie,
And forty nights, conceal’'d from human eye;
But in the course of the revolving ycar,

When the swain sharps the scythc, again appear.”

ITIS OWN

By J.T. T

Chapter V
PINKEY MAKES A SUDDEN MOVE.

pleasant excitement of the auction passed
Sth lie afternoon, and with the approach of even-

igcarne more serious thoughts to Jacob.
rlyeverythinghad by that time been removed
he house, and he felt that he no longer had
ie. Friend David had led away the cow.
YD nen were lifting his aunt’s bureau into a
at the gatc. Another was ruthlessly cutting
the roots the corn which the boy had planted
ffid that summer, in the pleasant anticipation
cars in August. The ears were not yet
iblybee @ige enough to eat, and the wholc must go for
lhe half-sized potatoes would also have
hig; for everything left growing in the gar-
‘cn he gave up the cottage would belong to
Iner. The small price which these things
n at auction had not troubled him, but it
tim vvince to see so much of his summer’s

'dely swept away.

lonse, who had stood at the gate, whittling
«hile the men were loading up the furni-

* leturncc* tO the door where Jacob was
)'surveying the scene of desolation.

~Nl

Whin,
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W ith the telescope, more than two hundred stars
can be seen in this group. To ordinary visién, six
only are said to be visible. Yet many persons see
seven, not a few can see nine or ten, and Kepler
tells us that Moestlin could count no less than four-
teen stars, without telescopic aid.

The bright and somewhat ruddy star Aldebaran
is in the hcad of “ the bull,” formed by the closely
clustering group between Aldebaran, eand y. This
group is called the Hyades, from a Greek word
signifying rain, the influence of these stars being
considered showery. The two stars 0 and f form
the tips of the bull’s horns.

Facing the bull, we see on the left the glorious
constellation Orion. But this constellation is far
too important to be dealt with in the short space
now left me; and therefore 1 must defer my ac-
count of this splendid group to next month, when,
at the hours selected for our evening observations,
he shines in full glory upon the meridian.

M ASTER.
rowbridge.

“ Jacob, my boy,” cried the professor, gayly, “ |
have whittled out another idea.”

“ What it?” asked Jacob,
cheerful.

“ | leave here to-night— in halfan hour.”

“ Where for?”

“ For Cincinnati.”

Jacob turned palé.

“ You can't; there’s no stage.”

“ 1 ’'ve hired one of these men to take me over to
the other road in his wagdén; there’s a Sunday
stage on that road.”

Jacob could scarcely speak, so great was his agi-
tation. He had sold out his home, and now he
seemed about to lose his only friend.

“ What's to become of me?”

“ You are to go with me, of course.”

That brought back a gleam of hope to his dark-
ened soul.

“ But— how can 1? Itisso sudden !” he said.

“ Everything happens suddenly with me, as |
told you,” laughed Professor Pinkcy. *“ Listen.
Though you 've arranged to have your bed and a
few things left in the house, it wont be pleasant to
remain here till Monday. We might stand it one
night; but two nights and Sunday— bah ! [ don’t

is trying to look
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know how I 've endured it as long as | have, under
the most favorable circumstances; it was only to
keep you company and put through the auction.
Now everything is ready. You 've got your money.
Hurrah I'”

* But there are somc people 1
first.”

“Who, for one?”

“ The man who owns the cottage.
him a month’s rent on Monday.”

“You can send it to him. Besidcs, there’s gar-
den stuff cnough left on the place to pay him.
Moreover,” added Pinkey, “ he should have been
present at the auction, and bid
secure his debt.”

ought to see

I shall owe

in something to

JACOB WEARS HIS BEST CLOTHES.

“ Then the doctor has n’t been paid. His bili
for attending my aunt will be ten or twelve dollars.

“ That can wait. It is boyish to be in such
haste to paybilis!” cried Alphonse with some con-
tempt. “ Pay bilis always— a? your own conven-
ience; that’s the rule. Come, puton your Sunday

clothes; liang up your oid ones for the landlord
tliey’ll

be something toward his. rent!” Pinkey
rattled away. “ What do you stand staring there
for? I tell you I've whittled it all out; it can’t be
improved.”

He drew Jacob into the house, and, taking down
from a nail a small black traveling-bag, which they

had saved for the purpose from the oid lady’s
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assets, called for the boy’s shirts and stocking-J
be stuffed into it.

Jacob, bewildcred, hardly knowing what hei
began to put on his best clothes, and cmptyi
pockets of his oid ones.

“ Here 's all this money 1”7 he exclaimcd inj
spair. “ | haven’t got my belt made yet!”

“1’'Ulend you mine,” said Alphonse.

“ What will you do withyour money?”

W hy, leave it in the belt, and let you camj
look out for the belt, and 1 '11 look out foryol
I should n't daré !” said Jacob, frighteneJ
the idea of losing both his own money adl
friend’s.  “ I wish you would put my moneyirf
the belt, and wear it yourself; 1 shall leel bd
about it.”

“ No, I wont! I'm not going to have al
to do with that money; | 've said so, and I'lls
to it,” declared the virtuous Pinkey. *“ lcanid)
a belt for you in ten minutes— only give me ate
of sheepskin, or strong cloth.”

Unfortunately, no material of the kind westd
found in a house which had just been clearedkj
auction sale.

“ Might tear up a shect,” suggested Alphoij
“ That wont do though ; the sheets are soldi
the other bedding. I don’t see but that 1sl
have to take your money in my belt, after dl’

Jacob thought it very kind in the professor,q
to relieve his inexperienced mind of a gteat catl

Alphonse disposed of the money while Jacoy
dressing. When the traveling-bag was pacté.j
professor said, throwing out scornfully somel
his young friend wished to put into it:

“ That oid jacket? You never will wanti
my boy 1l You are to be a gentleman non
least you are to travel with a gentleman, andbl
much like one as circumstances will alio*. '
best clothes are bad enougli. Ha,
Alphonse laughed at Jacob’s outfit.

“ May be you will be ashamed to travel'
me,” said the boy, blushing, as he looked die
his pepper-and-salt “ go-to-meeting trouseifT
he called them, and surveyed his tight coat-sbj

He had always thought it a very propersail
a lad of his years; but now, as he began tov
with the eyes of the elegant Mr. Pinkey, ij N
ridiculous enough. He tried to puli doivntél
which was made too short; then to button hej
at the waist, as Alphonse did, but it was toor
and he only made things worse.

“ No matter! you are all right!” said
fessor, laughing merrily. “ W hat you lad®]
gance of attire, you makc up in personal bca'd

“ 1 don’t know what you mean by that, P
Jacob, with a strong suspicion that he wasc
fun of.

“

you

“
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mean that you are a right good-looking
chap, in any clothes.”
Pshaw!” said Jacob, coloring redder than
|0h, but 1'm in carnest now !”
Ind indeed, if you had seen our young friend
lied and combed, and with his clean “ shirtee ”
dS he called the false bosom and collar which
tul over his coarse cotton shirt), you would
; thought the professor not far wrong.
icol), however,— who had been bred up by his
10 the wholesome belief that he was a very
Idy boy,—did not agree with him; and de-
fed that, even if the dancing-master was not
imed of his traveling companion, he would be
imed for him.
tell you how we ’'ll manage that,” replied
Bionse. “ You can travel as my servant,— if
iwill suit your idea of the fitness of things any
Ber.”
|cob didn't know whether it would or not; but
ore he could make a reply, Alphonse appeared
[toiave settled the matter in that way.
iThere comes our wagén ! Now are we all
|y?" said the professor, taking up his violin-

|1 want to look around a little first!” said
Ib, surveying with a sad heart the oid house
ich liad been so long his home, and which he
Inoiv to quit forever.
iWhat's the use of looking around?
ning you want here, is there ?”
iYes— | want a last drink out of the oid tvell-
utct, 'fore 1 go !”
|cob was almost choking as he spoke,— with
It, probably, for he had been eating a hasty
per. He went to the well, drew up a brimming
pt with the long sweep, set it on the curb,
jstooped over it, spattering his newly-blacked
swith the drippings as he drank. Then, hav-
agireplaccd the bucket on the curb, he wiped his
|th, also giving a little dash at one eye with a
Jer of his handkerchief, and said he was quite
Iy-
[Well, bring the baggage;” and Alphonse
hed off with his violin, leaving Jacob to follow
the bag and valisc.
they went out, they noticed Joe Berry and
Picrof the boys who had stoned Jacob, hanging
Jmithe gate. His heart relented toward them,
M he wanted to give them a friendly hand at
But Joe, moved by envy and malice,
Kout to his companion :
ponte folks feel mighty big since they 've had
ftction and sold off their oid duds!”
jit provoked Jacob, | am sorry to say ; and he
out, in reply :

There’s
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* See here, Joe Berry! There'’s some cast-off
clothes of mine in the house, that I don’'t want;
they 're a good deal better than any you 've got, or
are likely ever to have again, and 1°’ll give 'em to
you, if you'll be a good boy and keep your face
washed.”

This retort had the desired effect; but Joe’s
angry reply was lost in the loud laughter of Al-
phonse and the driver of the wagén, as the three
rodé away.

Having locked up the cottage, Jacob stopped to
leave the key at the nearest neighbor’s house. The
people there had been very kind to him,-and it
cost him a good deal of pain to bid them good-bye.
The professor would not let him make any more
stops, although Jacob thought he ought to give
warning of his departure to the buyers of some of
the things still left in the oid home.

“ What's the use ?” said Alphonse.
find it out soon enough.”

And he would not hear a word about their going
a little out of their way to see the landlord and the
doctor and pay their bilis.

Jacob yieldecl to him in this as he did in every-
thing, but with a heart full of misgivings.

Night was now coming on; the road wouncl
among shadowy hills, and the evening crickets
were beginning to sing. Jacob loolced back, and
thought of his lost home, and of all the friends he
was leaving, probably never to see one of them
again. Then he looked forward into the future
and the on-coming night, with feelings which Joe
Berry would not have envied so much, could he
have looked into his heart.

“They'll

Chapter VI.
DOWN THE OHIO RIVER.

The home Jacob was leaving was in one of the
easterly counties of Oliio, about thirtv miles from
the Ohio River.

But the river he had never seen. He had never,
in fact, been a dozen miles from home. Every-
thing was 'new and strange to him on that first
journey ; and when, late Sunday afternoon, the
stagc-coach, on the top of which he rodé with Mr.
Pinkey, carne out of a pleasant grove on the brow
of a hill that overlooked the broad stream winding
between woods and farms, and shining miles away
by the beautiful Virginia shore, he thought it the
finest sight in the world.

They stopped that night at a village on the
banks, and on Monday forcnoon went on board
a steam-boat going down the river.

It was the first steam-boat Jacob had ever seen ;
and his heart bcat liigh with joy and pride as he
stoocl on the deck and heard the rushing of the
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paddles, and beheld the boat swing off from the
shore and go gliding away on the stream, bearing
him and his fortunes.

“ Now you see how it is,” said Alphonse. “ Who
would stay cooped up in a wretched little town like
that you 've left, when he can put out and see the
world as you are doing ?” And he added, spread-
ing his hands to the river and horizon to give effect
to his eloqucnce: “ Livcs there the man, with soul
so dead, who never to himself hath said, ‘This is
my own, my native land ?’”

Jacob did not quite see the relevancy of this last
remarle; which sounded very much like a quota-
tion ; but he felt that it was something fine.

* Now for our state-room,” said the professor,
taking up his violin-casc from the deck, and walk-
ing off, foliowed by Jacob with their baggage.

The boy was surprised to see how perfectly at
home Mr. Pinkey appcared on the boat. He was
at once on familiar terms with the captain ; and he
walkcd in among the passengers, lifting his hat to
the ladies, and making pleasant off-hand remarles,
like any oid acquaintance. W ith his trim figure,
his wide trousers, his coat buttoned with one but-
ton at the waist, and falling carelessly open above,
displaying an expansive shirt-front and blue neck-
tie,— his pretty mustache, which he occasionally
stroked, his hair in ringlets, and his graceful,
vivacious ways,— it was 110 wonder the ladies re-
garded him admiringly, and seemed pleased with
his attentions.

Jacob, too diffident to put himself forward and
share his fine friend’s triumphs, would have felt
quite lonely and neglected if he had not had the
novel scenes on the river to divert him, and the
passengers to study.

Some of these interested him bccause they
seemed so suddenly to have bccome intimate with
Alphonse,— two young ladies particularly. They
were evidently sisters, and looked so much alike
that he could not have told them apart, but that
one was dressed in grecn silk and the other in
pink. They were rather handsome, and full of gay
talk and laughter. In halfan hour they were talk-
ing familiarly to Alphonse; while a certain tail,
dark man, with a black beard, whom Jacob had
first seen talking with the sisters, kept alooffrom
them and paced the deck, frowning frequentlv at
the favored Pinkey.

Jacob was seated on a bench by the rail, looking
sometimes at the river and shores, and sometimos
at the passengers, and listening to the sounds of
merriment in which he could not share, when
Alphonse called out to him.

‘Oh, Jacob, my boy, bring up my violin, will
you ?))

Jacob seemed quite to have forgotten that he
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was now his own master. He started to obey,
the alacrity of a servant, and had reached thesia
room before he rcmembered that Pinkey heds
key. He was going back for it, when he,
Pinkey coming to bring it.

“ Where did you first know all those peopk-I
Jacob asked, as Alphonse stood at the glass ©
ing up his toilet before relurning to the deck.

“* 1 never saw one of them before, you
horn 1” laughed the professor.

“ Why, how could you get acquainted witht
so soon ?”

“ That's the Pinkey style ; that’s the waytos
slow-coach 1 Walk right in; care for nob
push yourself— push yourself; that’'s my
Though, of course, you can’'t do that in pe
and-salt pantaloons. Ha, ha! Come, bringi
fiddle.”

So saying, Pinkey locked the door again,;
tripped airily back to the group awaiting himua.
the pillared roofof the deck ; Jacob followingo
cliently with the instrument.

“ There; thank ye, Jacob, my boy; putitdon]|
said the professor, with a condescending smilc.

Jacob felt all eyes on him as he awkwardly «J
drew, and, rolling his own in distress, saw al.
young girl with merry blue eyes fairly laughinj]
him.

He had noticed her before. She was sittingv
a lady who, as Jacob had noticcd, called her Fa
while the young girl had called her, * mamml
She was full of fun, and seemed to knowc
body, and to be a favorite with everybody.
was not quite so oid as Jacob ; and he had thouyl
as he watched her, that he would give anytl
in the world if he but had the couragc to sp
her. She had looked at him curiously oxej
twice, and given him no further notice till ron

She was laughing, and her mother was tryinjj
stop her, though she was smiling herselfatt
time. It was a moment ofbitter chagrin toJud
He believed that he hated Florie, though otd]
little while before she had appeared to him so"
and beautiful. He returned to his place bv!
rail, and gazcd off upon the water, with af
which was very red indeed.

Professor Pinkey played some merry tuesa
his violin, and the sisters in green and pinks
some lively songs. The passengers applam
and everybody seemed happy except the
dark man, who continued to pace the dccke
mally. We must also exccpt Jacob. He>
entertained, but by no means blissfully at essil
his mind, as he sat there, in the distressingo
sciousness of an ill-fitting coat and pepper-and*
trousers, and watched the sport, and wonderc
many another sensitivo young person has doniij
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ike occasion— if he could ever get to feel at home
*company.”
He did not receivc another worcl or look from
phonse until they met in their state-room after
pper. Then the professor overflowed with affa-
ity and extravagant praises of “ the heiresses.”
'What heiresses?” said Jacob, much astonishcd.
“Wliv, the sisters, the twins— the Misses Chip-
dy; the girls in green and pink, with the big
r-rings. They are the only daughtcrs of the
thest man in St. Louis. One’s lame is Thcodora,
d the other’s, Theodosia; ‘Dory’ and ‘Doshy’
what their mother calis them. That's the stout
lady with the double chin. 1’'ve learned all
out them, and am dead in love ! ” said Alphonse.
“With which one?” Jacob inquired.
“1 don’t know yet,” rcplicd Alphonse,
sly. “ But I'm resolved to offer myself to one
both of them before we leave the boat.”
“ Wont that be— rather— sudden ?” said Jacob,
tell you, things happen sudden with me.
do you like 'em 27~
Jacob felt bound to like ladies whom his elegant
end admired. He could not help saying, how-
cr, that he thought them rather rough in their
-nners.
“ That's Western style,” Pinkey replied.
u noticc how mad that fellow was at me ?”
“ The tall, black-bearded man ? | saw him look-
edaggers!”
“ He'sa Kentuckian— Colonel Corkright, a no-
rious duelist 17 said Alphonse, confidentially.
But I'm not afraid of him.”

care-

“ Did

VII.

Chapter
NIGHT ON THE STEAM-BOAT.

Mattf.rs took a singular turn that evening.
Jacob saw Colonel Corkright throw the stump of
cigar into the river, and deliberately walk over
where Alphonse was telling stories that made
e young ladies in pink and green scrcam with
tghter. He expected nothing less than to see
e tal* Kentuckian pick up the slight professor
d fling him over into the water, after his cigar-
mp. But nothing of the kind occurred.
Corkright treated Alphonse with courtesy, deign-
even to smile while the sisters laughed. Still
cobwas alarmed on his friend’s account, and he
iged to get word with him, to warn him of his
nger.
h was a warm moonlight evening, and the com-
"y kePl tbc deck, enjoying songs and stories.
o fresh brceze, and the beautiful plav of light on
e water between the boat and the Virginia shore.
You secm loncsome here by yourself,” said a
ntlevoicc to Jacob as he sat musing.

MASTER. 175

He was so intent just then in watching Florie as
she flitled in and out among the groups of pas-
sengers, that he had not noticed Florie’'s mother
seating herself on a camp-stool near by.

It was she who spoke. Her voice was so very
soft that it had a sort of sympathetic drawl.

“I'm not lonesome,” he replied, with a little
embarrassment; “ though may be I seem so be-.
cause | don’t know anybody.”

“ Are you traveling alone ?” she inquired.

Jacob answered that he was traveling with Pro-
fessor Pinkey.

“ Oh yes! I rcmember you brought up his violin
for him.” Jacob was glad that the moonlight did
not betray his blushes. “ He seems a very pleas-
ant gentleman,” added the lady.

Jacob answered, with a glow of plcasure, that
Mr. Pinkey was the best fellow in the world, as well
as the smartest.

“ You have known him intimately a long while,
then ?”

This question, put with the lady’s peculiar drawl,
set Jacob to thinking that his intimacy with Al-
phonse really extended over only a few days. But
he thought of their first acquaintance, and said :
“ 1’'ve known him ever sincc last winter, when he
kept a dancing-school in our town.”

Florie had glided near, and now stood leaning
fondly on her inother’'s shoulder. The moonlight
was on her face, lighting up an intent, curious
smile, with which she seemed to be scrutinizing
Jacob. He remembered her merriment at his ex-
pense, which had stung him so, and he tried to
think he hated herstill ; but he might as well have
tried to liate a rose-bud because he had felt its
thorns.

“ 1 should think he would make a very good
dancing-master,” said the mother. “ His manners
are exquisite.”

Florie laughed, “ You did n't go to his school,
did you ?”

“ Florie, be still!” said her mother. She was
always saying to her, “ Florie, be still 17 but some-
how Florie never would be still. She was not
exactly rude, but she had been a good deal spoiled,
no doubt; and she had a way of saying and doing
always the first thing that carne into her gay young
hcad.

Jacob looked her full
an honest smile :

“ Yes, I did go to his school, though 1 suppose
you would n’t think so, from my manners.”

“ 1 think he must be a very poor teacher,”
laughed Florie.

“ Be still, Florie !” said her mother.

Jacob was a pretty plucky boy, although he ap-
peared so diifidcnt in society. Opposition roused

in the face, and said, with
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Floric’s presence and saucy bright eyes
liad troubled him at first. But her pert remarks,
instead of increasing his confusion, cured it; and
he was now quite himself as he replied, with the
same steadfast, honest look and smile :

* He is a very good teacher. But 1 suppose I
was a bad subjcct. We were all pretty green, and
he gave us only ten lessons ; 1 had only nine, for |
went in after the first one. Not much of a chance,
you see, for a boy that had always worked hard
and never been in company ! But you can’t under-
stand that. You can afford to laugh at an awkward
fellow like me !~

Jacob laughed himself as he spoke, while Florie
looked more serious.

“ 1 don’'t laugh at you !”

“ You don’'t now ; but you did.”

“ When ?”

“ When |
to-day.”

Florie's silvery laugh rang out again.

“ 1 laugh at everything— anything; but | was
laughing more at your dancing-master than at you
— he was so ridiculous !”

* Be still, Florie !” said the mother.

“ How— ridiculous ?” cried Jacob, firing up for
his friend.

“ Ordering you about as if you were his servant
— and he such a little fellow, dangling those ring-
lets 1 ‘Put it down, Jacob, my boy! "~

Florie struck an attitude, waved her hand, shook
her own auburn curls, and made altogether so droll
an imitation of Pinkey’s manner, that Jacob had to
laugh, while her mother exclaimed, “ Be still, be
still, Florie !'”

“1'm sorry you don’'t like my friend,” said
Jacob, struggling remorsefully against his merri-
ment.

“ Like him—ha, ha! If | were you, |1'd get a
pair of scissors, or use my jack-knife, and cut off
that lowest button of his coat, so he can’t button it
at the waist and make a wasp of himselfany more 1
And 1'd snip out curls enough from his head when
he’s asleep, so he’'d have to have his hair cut,”
Florie went on, in spite of her mother. “ He’s so
absurcl!”

“ You don’t seent to agree with the ladics who
admire him so much,” replied Jacob.

“ What ladies? If you mean the Chippecrly
girls,” cried Florie----—--

* Be still, Florie, my child !” said her mother.

“ lie 's just the kind of man to please them,”
the child kept on. “ Have you noticed how

“ Florie ! Florie ! if you don’t stop, you shall go
to bed! Come !” and the mother aré6se, taking
the wayward girl firmly by the hand. “ | don’t
know what this young lad will think of you !

his spirit.

carried Mr. Pinkey’s violin to him

MASTEK. [JMI

Florie laughed as if she did n’'t cate, and nul
away, like a fairy, in the moonlight.

* You must not think anything of what
says,” remarked the mother, turning to Jaotbl
* She is very thoughtless.”

“ 1 don’t care for what she says of me oranydi
the rest, but she really does Mr. Pinkcy jnjustice.T
replied Jacob. “ I can’t understand why shcdonil
like him ; everybody else does.”

“ Oh yes, everybody must admire Mr. Pinkeyl'l
But in the lady’s drawl there was something whiell
sounded to Jacob a little like irony. He hall
noticed the same when she spoke of Pinkev’s nmwol
ners being “ exquisite ;” but it did not occurt
him then that there could be any sarcasni inth]|

remark. “ He is almost too brilliant; there isdae-l
ger of his dazzling a lad like you.”

“ Danger— how ?” said Jacob.

“ You may be blinded to his faults. For lsupl

pose even Professor Pinkey has his faults !”

That was decidedly satirical, though spoken il
an innocent demureness, which would have quite!
deceived Jacob only a few minutes before. Som
how his talk with Florie had quickened his \ns|
amazingly.

“ Yes, | suppose he has,” he answered. * lojy
know he is a most generous fellow. He insisted ad|
paying my traveling expenses— though he liaddot
a great deal for me before.”

“ And did you let him ?”

“ 1 could n’t help myself,
money.”

“ Oh !” said the lady.

Jacob told her.

“ Very kind in him indeed to relieve you ofthl
care of your money! | ought not to breatheaf
word against so good and generous a friend ! Ad
truiy, I am sure he is a person of some excclledl
traits as well as accomplishments. But is he truel
— is he altogether upright? Are you sure hisé-l
fiuence over you is good?”

“ Oh, very sure !” exclaimed Jacob.

“ 1 am very glad to hear it. Good night!”

Nothing could have been kinder than the ladvl
manner. But somehow her words implied agre:f
deal more than she said. They set Jacob to thiatl
ing of something which had troubled his consde«|
all along, and which made him feel éxtfcmely»
easy just now. There was the doctor's accountfel
attending his aunt in her last illness ; whyhadtl
not asked for and paid it before coming amjf
And he ought to have settled with the landlortM|
was a small amount that he owed him ; he hadf
money, and it would have cost but little trouble J
find him. W hy had he notdone so ? CertainlyAl
cause of Professor Pinkey’s advice. Was, then.LI
gentleman’s influence over him altogether govl'r

because he has m

“ How happcncd thati'|
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iBut while Jacob reasoned thus, and condemned

lie found plenty of excuses for Alphonse.
and her mother had gone. Soon after,
ladies withdrcw, the mother of the sisters
sent for them from her statc-room. Al-
was left in conversation with the Kentucky
and two other men, and all of them pres-

the cabin.

followed, and found the four engaged in a
of cards, amidst a company of pretty rough-
men, several of whom were also occupied
The end of the cabin devoted

MASTER.

When Jacob returned, he found Pinkey and
Corkright engaged in a gante ; and noticing the
skill with which the professor handled the cards,
was not surprised to see him win.

It was growing late, and Jacob, who wished to
go to bed, saw with some discomfort that another
gante was to be played.

“ Are you coming soon?" he whispered to Al-
phonse.

“ Yes, in a few minutes. Here, take the key;
the room is too small for two to undress together;
1'll be there by the time you are in bed.”

PINKEY GOES OUT OF THE STATE-ROOM WITH THE VIOLIN

pre exclusively to gcntlemen had been shut off
that of the ladies by the dividing doors, and
Ilwas filled with loud talk and tobacco-smoke,
piclt were so offensive to Jacob that he wondered
the dclicatc Alphonse could endure such an

nosphere and such society.
male voices in the ladies’ .cabin, he
into it; but, finding that he had entered a
meeting, where a traveling preachcr had
a small contpany for evening prayers, he

walked out again.

11" Curious! ” thought he. “ Bible-reading on one
|o of the partitien, and gambling on the other!”

Pinkey and the Colonel were now 01l such friendly
terms that Jacob dismissed his fears on his friend’s
account. Still he did not like to leave him there
in such company; and it was only because he did
not wish to displease him that he finally with-
drew.

He passed through the other part of the cabin
again to his state-room, and went to bed, leaving
the lamp burning ; then lay awake for a long while
waiting for Alphonse. At last he fell asleep, and
it must have been two or three hours later that he
was awakened by somebody in the room.

It was Alphonse. He was very palé, his eyes
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shone, and his fine white forehead glistened like
marble. Jacob did not speak until he saw that his
friend was not preparing for bed, but going out
again with his violin.

“ You are not going to play, this time of night,
are you ?” he said, anxiously.

“ W hat business is it of yours whether I play or
not ?” Alphonse retorted, sharply.

“ 1 did n’t mean cards— | meant the violin,
Jacob.

“ Just a tune or two,” rejoined Pinkey, in a
kinder tone, as he went out and closed the door.

Jacob did not know when next he fell asleep ;
but, awaking a second time, he found himself in
the darle. He remembered that the lamp had been
burning low, and that he had seen Pinkey turning
up the wick. Had he entered the room a second
time, and put out the light? Or had it burnt out?

said

LONESOME.

He listened for any movement or sound of breti!
ing in the berth below. AIll was silence, bde
only by the constant jar of the boat’s enginc ai
the rushing noise of the strong paddle-wheels,

Jacob turned, and listened again. Then J
reached carefully down to the berth below. It6]
vacant; the carefully tucked-in coverlet hadl,
been disturbed.

A great fear possessed him, and he was aboutt
get up and dress himself, to go in search offs
friend, when he heard footsteps approaching, ai
a hand on the door. Somebody carne in, ar
without striking a light or stopping to udes
got into the lower berth.

The moon had set; but the first glimmertf
dawn was beginning to steal through the sdtd
state-room window, and by the gray, coid ligc
Jacob could see that the comer was Alphonse.

(To be continuéti.)

KING
By

Lucy

* Who

LONESOM E.

Larcom.

is the white-faccd oid man

Outside, at the window-pane,
That muttered and sighed, as away he ran
Into the sleet and rain ;
Crying to some one behind,
Calling to some one before,
One whom he cannot find,
One who will come no more?”

That oid man has sisters three ;
One he has never seen:
On a throne of roses afar sits she,
And the whole world owns her a queen.
But out ot her fiches and power,
Nothing has she to spare—
Not so much as a flower—
For the lonesome wanderer there.

One sister beside him delayed,
And tried his thin fingers to hokl;

But the storm her garments shredded and frayed,
And she sank, benumbed with the coid.

And ever he prays and cries,
And over her silence grieves ;

Behind him,
Buried

alas ! she lies
in golden leaves.
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One happy young face before,
Looks back, between cloud and drift,
With a sudden smile, and is seen no more ;
And the pilgrim follovvs, swift
As a flash of the noon-day light;
W ith wail, and reproach, and shout,
He follows, through day and night,
Till again the face peeps out.

“LO! THERE AT THE PANE HE GLOWERS!"

This fairest sister of all
W ill laugh in the oid man’s face,
Wi ill challenge him onvvard, with merry cali,
To measure with her a race,
Till, weary and lame, he falls
Amid rose-buds and springing fern.
She flies with the wind ; he calis,
But nevcr will she return.

For the pale-faced pilgrim without
Is Wintcr, the lonesome king,
Calling back to Autumn with dreary shout,
And hurrying on toward Spring.
As Summer rules over the flowers,
Over ice and snow rcigns he.
Lo ! there at the pane he glowers,
And shakes his white sceptcr—see 1
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LITTLE TRAVELERS. 181
LITTLE TRAVELERS.
By Harriet M. Miller

E all are travelers on the jour-
W ney of life—some ofus pleas-
ant and helpful, and some of
us cross and complaining, but
all Witk equul speed hurrying

on to the end.

Let the older travelers pass on
their way, while we take a peep
at the youngest of ail the little
travelers in their first stage,
when as yet they have no voice
in the conduct of their own lives,
butare tumbled and tossed about
at the convenience of more ex-
perienced fellow-passengers.

To begin where the human race started, let us
how the little travelers get on in the far East.
he Oriental baby inherits from his grave, ceremo-
ious papa a quiet, thoughtful air, to which our
abies are perfect strangers. No laughing, kick-
g, crowing, and screaming little traveler have we
ere, but a solemn, quiet, black-haired infant, who
'ks out at life from his mother’s back with a calm
difference that even the grown-up babies of the
‘est cannot equal. Tied up in his wooden tray,
ra eradle, he goes with mamma to the field,
king his dinner, or lying under a tree, with equal
mposure, contentedly waiting the time when he
hall waddle around, wrapped in yards and yards
fsilk and woolen cloth; jackets and trousers, fez
nd turban, and big shawl around his waist, if he’s
Turkish baby ; and red shoes or wooden kob-
obs, blue baggy trousers, loose jackets, and red
~por tarboosh, if he’'s a Syrian baby. He makes
isjourneys in abasket hung on the side ofa horse,
"th stuffed seat and bar to hold him up, while his
urse rides the same animal and keeps him quiet
dialump of opium, if he’s a Persian baby; and
des luxuriously on donkey-back, with his eradle
ung between two upright posts from the saddle,
he’s a Jerusalem baby.
The bare-headed baby of China, not quite so
ve as his Asiatic cousins, is still a contented
iltle traveler, whether he rides on the back of
anima, or is tied on a mat to sleep, or exposed
' de the door in a bamboo cage, or fastened
his gilded baby-chair, to teach him to sit up.
most jmportant moment in his young life
when, at the age of one year, he decides his
ature destiny in a curious way. He is carefully
ressed in new clothes, and seated in the middle

of a large sieve, in which are placed many articles,
among which are money-scales, a brass mirror,
writing utensils, books, silver and gold ornaments,
and fruits, while the anxious parents stand by to
's"é'é'Whﬁch-bbject"Will'first attract his sober black
eyes. If he takes up a book or pencil, he is
destined to become a scholar; if the glitter of gold
or silver attract him, his fate is to amass wealth ;
if fruits suit him best, he will incline to spurn the
rice of his fathcr’s table, and feast upon delicate
puppy-stew, or bird's-nest soup.

At two years of age he will dress like his grand-
father of eighty, and look like that oid gentleman
seen through the small end of an opera-glass.
When he first enters school, he will bring, not a
spclling-book and slate, but two candios, a few
sticks of incensé, and a small quantity of mock
money (made of paper), to be burned before a
piece of paper having the fiame of Confucius writ-
ten upon it. Thus the little Chinese traveler is
launched on his school-life.

The little traveler on the shore of the Ganges
has a very different life. Bathed every day in the
sacred stream, or in a jar of its water; scrubbed
with its holy mud— ears, eyes, and mouth ; thor-
oughly purified from all sin, as his parents devoutly
believe— how can he help being better than other
babies? He is a jolly, happy baby, bright as the
sunshinc ofhis native land; not troubled with clothes
if he belongs to the poor classes; but wrapped in
gorgeous silks of scarlet and blue, loaded with
jewels, and weighed down by enormous gold-em-
broidered turban, if he happens to be a prince.
He is betrothed by his parents while he is still in
the first stage of his journey, and often is married
at the age of six or eight to a bride of as many
months, when, according to the custom of the
country, he goes to live in the family of his little
wife, and be educated— not to learn his lessons with
her, as you might suppose, for, alas! the baby-
girls of Burmah are not taught to read.

This little Hindoo traveler sleeps in a basket
hung from the roof, and rides out on mamma’s
hip; and, what seems dreadful to us, he learns to
smoke before he can walk, his mother often taking
a cigar from her own lips and putting it into his.
If his life-journey is cut short, his body is carried
to the grave in his basket-cradle, which is covered
with a fringed canopy and hung from a pole on the
shoulders of men, and left at last upside down on
his last resting-place.
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By the side of the same sacred stream we can see
the little traveler of the Parsees, a peoplc who
carne long ago from Persia, and who worship the
sun. The peculiarity of this fair-faced baby in the
land of darker colors, is that he is never seen with
his head uncovered. Man, woman, or child,— oid
or young, rich or poor, day or night, asleep or
awake, indoors or out,— the Parsee must always
keep the head covered. He wears a pretty cap of
silk or.vel.vet or linen, which is very becoming.
His dréss is always of silk, covered with embroidery,
gold and jewels, according to the wealth cf his
family, and the little Parsee is a very picturesque
object among the naked babies of the poorer
classea.

The little traveler in Italy, with his droll little
cap, and dress like his grandmother's, goes in lead-
ing strings, or a walking-frame of wicker-work.
On the Cornice road he goes to market with
mamma, riding in a basket hung to the sides of
a donkey, with a brother or sister in a similar
basket on the other side. The vegetables, which
mamma sells, and the babies, ride very content-
edly together; while the mother, with her parasol-
hat, crowns the droll load, busily engaged in knit-
ting or spinning as she rides along.

In Algiers, baby rides “ pick-a-back,” and in
Bavaria tied fiat to his nurse's back; but if he
belongs to the poorer elasses, he has the best time
in France. Have you heard of that most bcautiful
charity of Paris called “ The Oradle” (Créche),
where the babies of motliers who must go out to
work are kept all day— bathed, freshly dressed,
fed, doctored, and amused till their mothers return
home at night? The late Mrs. Field, in her pleas-
ant letters from France, tells about it, and how the
children of richer parents are interested in it, saving
their money to pay for a eradle in the house, and
then going to visit it, and feeling a particular in-
terest in the baby which lies in their eradle.

There is another charity in Paris, as well as in
many other places, for the little traveler who is
“ left out in the coid” by poor or unhappy parents.
In our country he is apt to start on his life-journey
from somebody’s door-step, from which he is gener-
ally sent by the owner to a Foundling Home, pro-
vided for such unfortunate waifs; but in Paris the
charitable home for this little traveler has, in its
door-way, a sort of box which turas on a pivot.
When a mother, from poverty or any reason, feels
obliged to give away her- baby (and none can tell
what a mother must feel before she comes to that),
she goes to this door, lays the little creature in the
ntovable box, and turns it around out of her sight,
ringing a door-bell as she does so. An attendant
takes the gift, carries it to kind-hearted women
within, who dress and feed it, and bring up the

motherless baby, in time teach it some trade
give it a start in life.

The little traveler on our side of the water hasa
variety of fashions. In Lima he swings in a harw
mock ; in Yucatan he toddles around amply dressed
in a straw hat and pair of sandals. Among te
Indians of our prairies he begins life as a pasae
bundle, hung over his mother’s back or from te
limb of a tree. His head is made to grow flatby
means of a board (as you see in the picture), if¢
is to have the honor of being a Flat-head Indian,
W aste no pity on him ; it would be the sorrowand
disgrace of his life if his head were shaped like
yours. He will in future years select his slaes
from round-headed races, and proudly declare thet
no Flat-head was ever a slave !

When the little travelers come in pairs, they
make confusién in the world. Among our Pue
Indians (as | lately rcad in a Nevada paper), wen
this happens, it becomes necessary, by Indian I,
for the dignified, pompous papa himself to tde
care of the superfluous baby. When you remem
ber that an Indian never deigns to notice, much
less to touch, a papoose, you can imagine whata
mortification this must be to him.

Among some peoples the extra baby is at oxe
put out of the way; but in one African tribej
curious custom prevails. The hut containing te
unfortunate pair is marked by a cloth hung before
the door, and a row of white pegs driven into te
ground in frontofit. Ifanyone except the parents
goes in, he is at once seized and sold into slavery.
The twins cannot play with other children, and o
one can use anything out of that house. The
mother is allowed to go out to work in the fidd
bring wood and other necessary things, but de
cannot speak to any one out of her own family.
This performance goes on till the unwelcome par
are six years oid, when they have a great ceremony
— music, marching, feasting, and dancing; ad
when this is done, the banished family takes i
place among respectable people again.

Save your pity for the unhappy little traveler,
American born and white, who is abandoned lo
the tender mercies of nurses. He will be dressed
too tightly perhaps, drugged with soothing'-sirup
(or worse), slappcd if he cries, and left alone intre
dark. He will ride in his carriage with the sunin
his eyes, if it issunny ; and with arnts and ha
uncovered and half frozcn, if it is coid. Flies"il
be allowed to tickle his fat little nose, and pinst
stick into his tender little back. The strings ofhs
absurd lace cap will choke him till he is black in
the face ; and he will nearly break his neck faling
over the arm of Bridget when she wants to gos
with a crony. His troublesome clothes will ke
twitched down and jerked around ; and lie will ke
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ldown, set up, turned over, and arranged any
,most convenient to her. Above all, if he darcs
L hismouth to complain of any ofthese tortures,
i delicate little body will be trotted on her hard
i lili it willbe nothing short of a miracle if his
Icious little life is not worried out of him.
The calm Oriental baby in his tray or basket;
éChinese baby in his cage; the baby of Burmabh,
jkd or wrappcd in silks, smoking at two and
Tried at ten ; the baby of the “ Cradle ” and the
Hundling Asylum of Paris; the Lima baby in its

By M

hammock, and the stolid Indian papoose on its
boards,— each and every one is happier and better
off than our poor little mother-abandoned American
baby, left to ignorant and careless nurses.

The “ mother-baby,”— the happy little traveler
who is not left to the mercies of a nurse, whose
throne is his mother’s arms, whose pillow is soft,
and whose needs are wisely met,— he is the hap-
piest of all. Fair, fat, and hearty, the sorrows of
babyhood come not near him. He truly is thjone
“ born with a silver spoon in his mouth."”

77 -

. M. D.

ING, dong! Ding, dong!
sevf.nty-six Will soon be gone;
Seventy-seven 's COMiNg on,—

Ding, dong! Ding, dong!

Tell us, year,

before you go,—

Ding, dong! Ding, dong 1
W hy at last you hurry so,
Though at first so very slow ?
Ding, dong!

Can’t you wait

a little longer,

Till the baby-year gets stronger ?
Ding, dong! Ding, dong!

W hy can’t years come back again,
Just the same as they have been?
Ding, dong 1l Ding, dong'!
Big folks say 't would never do,
Nono would live the past anew ;
But I'd like it,—would n't you ?
Ding, dong! Ding, dong!

Just the same?

No, | must be

Better with each year, you see,
Oid year! Don’t you pity me?
Ding, dong 1 Ding, dong,

Ding !
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POPPETS.

POPPETS.

By Amalie

It was a calm, still evening. The broad bosom
of the Thames was scarcely ruffled by the little
breeze that stirred the drooping sails of some of the
river craft. Over the city and over the forest of
masts, the round full moon was rising. Touching
the dome of St. Paul’s. it glanced down over roofs
and under bridges till it lay a broad path of light
on the sleeping river. The gas lamps flickered and
looked palé before its light, and many a weary
pedestrian, liurrying across the crowded bridges
which span the river, paused a moment to gaze at
the full-orbcd globe which even to weary eyes was
a wondrous revclation of beauty.

It was dark under the bridges, and the water
lapping against the piers had something mournful
in its sound. One of the slow river-barges was just
passing into the shadow. John Briggs, her owner,
leaned against the tiller, guiding his clumsy craft
carefully through the arches. Near the bow his
nephew Ben was seated, pulling one long oar.

“ Steady, Ben !” called out the master, warningly.

“ Steady it is,” and Ben drew in his oar a little.

Out into the light again the boat carne slowly
creeping, eagerly watched by a little figure stand-
ing on one of the water-stairs. As they carne closer,
he sent out to them a feeblc piping hail.

John Briggs shaded his eyes with his hand.
“ Why, bless my soul, it’'s Poppets! Bring her
near, Ben, so he can come aboard.”

Then a strong hearty shout was sent back in
answer, while the boat’s head slowly turned toward
the stair.

John Briggs took his pipe out of his mouth to
welcome the new-comer. “ Why, Poppets, we
was gettin’ oneasy ’'bout you, me an’ Ben. We
thought you'd got lost, mebbe.”

“ Melost! Why, dad !” and they both laughed
heartily in huge enjoyment of the joke, the thin
trcble of the one ringing pleasantly through the
gruff bass of the other.

“ Well, Poppets,” and John Briggs resumed his
pipe, “ wot has you bought fur us, fur 't wont be
long afore we wants our supper.”

The little boy knelt down beside his basket which
he had set with great care in a cérner, and touch-
ing each parcel as he took it out with a caressing
little pat, he went rapidty over his list.

“ There’'s the tobaceo, dad, and the tea and
sugar, and bacon and herrin’s— and oh, dad! I got
some cresses. They looked so green and pretty, like
the fields; | got 'em eos of that.”

La Forge

*Ho!ho!” laughed Ben, who was listening;
his Unele frowned him into sudden gravity, I
nodded kindly at the little flushed, eager face:

“1t’s all right, my lad. Cresses is werry
for the liealth, as my oid mother used to say.”

“ They 're too pretty to eat 'most,” said thelr
touching them tenderly.

“ Well, Poppets, what'll we have for supper,
bein’ it’s your watch ?”

“ Oh, dad, herrin’s!
awful hungry.”

“ Werry good, my lad. Here, steward,” to&
who grinned in appreciation of the never-faj}
joke, “ you hear the cap’in. He says herrin'sf:
supper, and consequently herrin’s it is.”

“ Ay, ay, sir!”— and Ben pulled his forelod
the little “ cap’in,” who clapped his hands gleett

* Now, cap’in,” said John Briggs, gravely, “ii
be as you.'ll mind the tiller a bit, I ’ll take the-
an’ by the time Ben ’'s got supper we 'll be ready
anchor.”

Higher and higher rose the moon, silyering'
masts and spars of the many vessels crowded
the docks. The barge was anchored now;
Ben, his labors ended, was stretched sound
on the deck. Farthcr aft, John Briggs and Pop,
were seated on a coil of rope, talking in lowtr
— the child holding clasped in both his, the h
rough hand of the other.

* Now, dad, tell me 'bout that night,” liewes
ing; and “ dad,” drawing him a little closer,c
menced the often told, yet never tired of, stov.

“ Well, Poppets, it was a night just like ti
clear full moon an’ a light breeze not much nug
to-night, for I remembers the sails o’ the ver
‘round hung just like rags. Well, we was krtt
driftin’ along. Ben was at the tiller, an’ 1
pullin’ wery slow, for I was feelin’ uncommon
Poppets, eos Of havin’ buried my little girl ad
mother that werry same week.”

Here the child nestled his head down o
speaker’s arm. He always did when this pat
the story was reached.

* Well, Poppets,” stroking his hair softly, “*
was sayin’, we was driftin’ down slow an’d
like. When we come under London Bridge
moon was shinin’ werry bright indeed, an' g
looked back kind o’ natural like to see if we
goin’ to clear the bridge, | sees somethin' re®
on the water, right under the bridge, Popp®
fioatin’ up an’ down with the tide.”

They 're so good, andl
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'ONE OF THE SLOW RIVER-BARGES WAS JUST PASSIKG INTO THE SHADOW."

go on!” cried Poppets, eagerly. 1Hullo, Ben, here’s somethin’ wants lookin’ to,'—
I 'm goin' on. Well, says I, an'Ben lie comes runnin’ for'ard; an’byan'bywe
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gets the somethin’ out, an' then we finds a shawl,
an' then we finds some more clo’es, and arter a
long time we finds a baby, an’ that baby was ”

“ And that baby was me!" cries the child, de-
lightedly. “ Go on, dad.”

“ An’ that baby was my Poppets”— stooping to
pat the boy’s cheek. “ Well, then, Ben an’ me
took you off wot you was lyin’ on” (he did not
tell him— poor baby— that it was his dead mother’s
heart), “ an’ we rubbed you an’ wrapped you up
warm, an’ by an’ by you begins to cry; an’ my !
how you did go on, Poppets! Says Ben to me,
shoutin’ out eos 1 could n't hear eos of you,—
‘Unele,” says he, ‘did you hear such a
screecher?’” An’ says I, ‘No, Ben, an’ | hopes |
never shall again.” You may laugh, Poppets, but
Ben an’ me did n't do much laughin’ that night.”

“ Dad,” said the child, suddenly, “ did you ever
know my mother ?”

John Briggs turned away with a little embarrassed
cough. “ 1 ’'ve seen her, Poppets; but we was n’t
werry intimate, so to speak.”

“ 'Cause you said this"— touehing a little ring
hanging from his neck by a faded ribbon— “ was
hers, and she left it for me.”

“ Well, Poppets, an’ so she did; she was a
werry respectable woman, your mother, an’ she
did n’t want to have nothin’ to leave you, 1s’pose.”

“ W hat was she like ?” questioned Poppets.

“ Well, she was all dressed in black w’en | see
her, with a widow’s cap on. She was a werry nice
woman, | makes no doubt, Poppets, but she got
poor an’ werry discouraged afore she died.”

Then seeing another question moving on the
child’s lips, he went on hastily:

“ Look here, lad; this here isn’'t goin’ 011 with
our story. Well, you just screeched and screeched,
till Ben an’ me was 'most worn out, but | would n't
give you up,— no, | would n't; an’ you was that
hungry, there was no satisfyin' you; so | says one
day, ‘Ben, says 1 ‘go an’ buy a goat;’ so Ben
he goes an’ buysa goat, an’ the next day overboard
it goes, an’ Ben arter it, an' gets near bein’ drown-
ded on account of its bein’ so contrary. Well, at
last | takes you to a woman | knows, an’ | asks her
wot’'s the matter.

* She looks at you awhile, an’ then says she,
‘He do screech like a good one, don’t he?’ An’
says I, ‘ Nobody knows that better fior me, mum.’

“ Then she looks at you again, an’ says she,
‘' His mind wants amusin’, that ’s it,” says she.

* *As how, mum ?’ | says.

* ‘Lord love you, man,’ says she, ‘how should 1
know? You Tl have to find out. Children is werry
different about that,” she says.

“ So | walks off with you in my arms, not havin’
learned so werry much arter all. Howsomever, |

ever

makes you a soft ball, and | hangs it by a string |
an’ you'd lie dabbin’ at that there with your linél
fists, like a kitten for all the world. Arter awhie [
you gives up screechin’, an’you’'d laugh to el
pretty like, you cured the pain in my heart «oirl
derful; an’ then w’en you growed, | sent yout
school evenin’s, and my 1 how proud you waswg|
you could read to yer dad, an’ yer dad, Poppets, |
was just as proud, every bit. Then arter awhilel
you say you wants to do something to help yeroidl
dad, so | takes you to the shops and shows ¢t
what to buy, an’ then you says you wants to{
alone, so one day go alone it is. Well, arter youdl
got started, | says to Ben, ‘Ben,’ says I, ‘I'm
awful oneasy ’'bout Poppets." An’ says he
knowed it; s'pose you go arter him. So offll
starts. Well, I kept you in sight for a good hit]
sneakin’ 'round corners an’ skulkin’ behind baréis, |
for 1 did n't want you to see me, ye see. Ifld|
kept at that business long, Poppets, | 'msurel
ha’ took to pickin’ pockets. Somehow | feltjual
like a thief. Well, you goes about, lookin'asbijl
as anybody, an’ | was just laughin’ at myselff
bein’ so oneasy 'bout you, when all at onct I seeil
lot 0’ boys stop you, an’ one on 'em tried to tael
yer basket, but you held on to that, an’ byan'btl
a big fellow steps up an’says he, ‘1 say, youngster, [
just give up yer basket, or I TI punch yer 'ead, arfl
then you begins to cry, an’ says you, ‘Oh, I ws
dad was here 1’

“ 1 was only waitin’ for that, so 1 sings atl
‘Stand by, my hearties !’ an' I makes a rusharfl
knocks over the big fellow with a cuff on hiscal
an’ then they all takes to their heels like a lot«l
little fishin’-boats if a man-o’-war bears downal
‘em.

“ Well, you walked on quiet for a bit, an’ tha|
you says, ‘ Dad, how did you come here?’

“ ‘“Well,” says I, ‘Poppets, | thought I 'd likej»|
take awalk.” *Now, dad,” you says, lookin'str;
at me, ‘you know you come to look arter « I
Well, | had to say 1 did. You thought awhilea
then says you, ‘ Dad, s’pose you do that fur alit
fur I aint goin’ to give it up,’ says you, chachal
yer little basket— ‘ an’ then some day you leaveoi|
when | don’t know it, an’ then | TI feel justass
thinkin’ you 're there, an’ then arter a while I »oct]
mind.” Oh ! you always was a terrible strangi|
child, Poppets !

“ So we does that, an’ sometimes |'d see;
looking back fur me, an’ 1'd make b’lieve I didnl
see you, an’ walk on an’ take no notice, an’ soyw|
got to go alone, an’ rtow there aint nobody cané>|
it better than my Poppets.”

“ And that’s all about me, dad?”

“ An’ that’s all about you yet awhile, mylad.'

The shadows were denser under the bridgsl
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L thewater lapped the piérs a little more quickly,
rthe tide was coming in. Red and green lights
iere twinkling in the rigging of the vessels, and

.crowd in the streets was thinning, and still John

iand the child sat talking together.
10nce and again the child’s thoughts would turn
his dead mother, and he would ask earnest,
Jzzling questions, and always gently, always skill-
Bly, would the other lead him away from the sub-
t
‘There aint no use tellin’ the child his mother
drownded,” he had said to Ben long before.
{if she fell in a-purpose,— which aint no ways
inlikely, them London bridges bein’ a dreadful
nptation to folks as is worrited in their minds,—
must n’t never know it; an’ if she fell in by
jecident, which may be too, why he 'd always be
flinkin' if there 'd been somebody there they might

" got her out, so we jist wont tell him at all.”
iThey had sat silent for some time, when suddenly
he child spoke.

'Now, dad, I°ll tell you a story, such a nice,
jce one,” said Poppets, who had been gazing for
ijjllong time at the moon shining so quietly down
1them.

|“Ay, lad, that'’ll be prime! Why, come to
jink, Poppets, you 've never told yer oid dad a
j>ry yet.”

|“Well, 1'm going to now,” answered the child,

dding his head gravely. “ Once upon a time—

fot's the way all the stories begin in the fairy-book

Subought me, dad.”

|“AU right, deary; now then, go on. ‘Once upon

1“Once upon a time, there was a good, good

Jn, who was very, very lonely, 'cause of havin’

Briedhis little girl and her mother.”

1“ That's me,” said the listener, under his breath,
pnly I don’'t know 'bout the *good.””

r Hush, dad; you mustn’t stop me,” warned

Jppets, shaking his head at him. “ Well, this
1man was sailin’ on the river one night, and he
j feelin’ very low and very unhappy, and he was
Din' to himself, 1There aint nobody left, and 1
il wasn't left neither.””

“Why, Poppets!” said John Briggs, with a
pp, “ how'd you know?”

Jj*Never mind; 1| know. Well, he was thinkin’
,and the moon looked down at him, and she
lewall about it, and she 'd sparkle up the water,
Ishe’dsmile at him, and still he did n't notice
Pin’. So she kept thinkin’, thinkin’ what she
pld do for this good, good man. And by and by
«cautiful angel carne along, holding a little girl;
i thelittle girl had long yellow curls and blue
land she called the pretty dngel ‘ mother.””
he child paused a little, for his listener had
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shaded his face with his hand, and Poppets’ little
tender fingers went up to stroke it gently.

* Well, then, the moon and the angel talked
about the man ; and by and by, the moon made a
little boat out of the moonlight, and she put a baby
in it, and then she sent it sailin’, sailin’ down a
streak of light till it carne to the water; and there
it was rockin’ up and down, and the moon watchin’
it.  And then another angel comes along, and she
says to the moon, ‘W here have you sent my baby ?’
And the moon says, ‘I’ve sent it to that good,
good man, to be a comfort to him.””

“ An’ so you are, my blessed Poppets!” mur-
mured the other, fondly.

“ Hush, dad ; I 'm not done. So the moon and
the two angels and the little girl all stood watching
the man. And when he carne to the bridge, the
moon shone outvery bright and showed him the
little baby ; and they saw him take it up and hold
it in hisarms, and then the two angels and the little
girl went away together. Well, the baby was a
very bad baby for a while, and most wore out the
good, good man; but he took care of it all the
time. And by and by it grew to be a little boy,
and then the man used to send it to school in the
winter, so it could learn to read for him nights.
And after a while he let this little boy go errands
for him— and oh, how glad the little boy was to do
it 1 for he used to lie awake nights, wonderin’ what
he could do for this good man. Well, the little
boy grew and grew till he got to be a big, strong
man, and he worked hard and saved up his money;
and one day he and the good man, who had got to
be an oid man then, left the boat with Ben, who
was a very good man too. And they went off to-
gether, and they got a little home by some trees,
and a pretty field near, with buttercups in it, and a
brook with cresses. Dad, think o’that! And the
little house had a garden, and the young, strong
man used to work in it; and then he used to bring
all kinds of nice things to the oid man, who sat in
a big chair by the door. And they had a goat—
no, a cow! Dad, was n’'t that good ? W ait, dad,
the story’s most done. And they lived there to-
gether a long, long time, and the little boy that
had grown to be a big, strong man was so very,
very happy, '‘cause now he could take care of the
good man who had taken care of him. And the
oid man he was happy too, and there was nobody
in all the world he loved so well as the little baby
the moon had sent him. And often and often,
dad, the two angels and the little girl used to come
there too, though the young man and the oid man
could n't see them; and they were all so happy,
‘cause the good, good man was happy too. And
that’'s all. Dad, do you like it? Why, dad, you
are cryin’ !
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* Bless my little Poppets!”— and “ dad” stooped
to kiss the flushed cheeks again and again.

And still the moon shone softly, steadily down.
Ben had long ago tumbled into his bunk, and the
two were left alone together. Poppets had laid his
head on his protector’s breast, and was watching,
half asleep, the sparkle of the light upon the water.

Gregory Griggs,

Soon the bells rang out over the city, dinm
the hotir of twelve. Poppets was asleep. Theg!
only drew him a little closer; he had oftensb
the night through so before. In his dreams, i
child was seeing the little cottage of his hopes, a&
far into the night John Briggs sat holding hima,
puffing silently at his pipe.

Gregory Griggs,

Had twenty-seven different vvigs.

He wore them up, and he wore them down,

To please the people of London town.

He wore them east, and he wore them west,
But he never could tell which he liked the best.
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By Hezekiah
Lo stories are now in fashion,
and here isa Christmas story
that was told to my grand-
mother by her grandmother,
who heard it from an old
lady once in attendance upon
the royal family in the days
of King Charles I.
Charles 1., you remem-
ber, founded a colony in this
ntry in very early times, and in honor of his
ng and beautiful Queen, Henrietta Maria, he
ed jt Terra Maris, or Mary-land. He gatli-
jd fifteen hundred orphan children from the
«ts of London, and sent them to Mary-land;
these settlers, in the long-forgotten Christmas
, loved to hear and recount the legends of the
it of Charles; and so this story carne from a
it lady who visited Maryland in early colonial
es, and who, as | have said, told it to my grand-
ither's grandmother.
Hampton Court Palace, which is still in perfect
servation, was a grand oid English manor in
iysthat are dim in history. It was the palace of
ptuous oid Cardinal Woolsey; and here, after-
d, kings were born, and queens were married,
disappointed princes grew gray and died.
loody Mary celebrated Christmas here on one
asion, when she had the great hall illuminated
one thousand lamps.
Here Charles 1. and his beautiful girl-queen
sed their honeymoon. Marriages for love are
jotcommon in oid royal families, but Charles had
J Henrietta Maria ever since he had seen her
:ng face at a splendid reception at the court of
ce, and when his ministers failed to arrange a
jage for him, he let his heart speak for itself,
oflercd his hand to the princess, whose beauty
first enchanted him. So Henrietta was mar-
ta him in France while he was yet in England,
queer oid way of doing things that royal families
( to practice. Itwas called marrying by proxy.
The wedding took place one fair spring day in the
jnd oid cathedral of Notre Dame, which was
|g with rich tapestry and tissues of gold and
«etsatin, figured with golden lilies or flettrs-de-
I Henrietta at this time was about fifteen years
| j de>so she was hardly more than a little girl
when Charles first fell in love with her.
®kcannot stop to tell you of the gala days that
‘wed the marriage, or the gay ship that bore
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the girl-queen over to England, to meet the king
she had wedded. The pageants faded as she drew
near to London, for the plague was in the city, and
bells clanged and tolled every minute of the day.
But the gay Duke of Buckingham made a splendid
banquet for the royal pair at his residence at Bur-
leigh-on-the-Hill, and it was on this occasion that
Jeffry Hudson, the famous dwarf of Charles’scourt,
was first presented to the queen, being served in a
large pie on the table. When the pie was cut,
Jeffry jumped out, armed cap-a-pie.

But the honeymoon went by, and the best days
of the king’s life passed, and the storm of the
English revolution began to gather. There were
riots in London, and long and angry Parliaments,
and the queen fled away for safety, and the king
found himself a prisoner at lastin Hampton Court
Palace, where the happy days of his honeymoon
had passed, when life lay fair before him.

Two of his children were with him much of the
time in these perilous days— the Princess Elizabeth
and the young Duke of Gloucester. They were his
hand-in-hand companions in his walks in Paradise,
as the Hampton Court Palace gardens were called.
The Princess Elizabeth was her father’s favorite, a
tender-hearted, fair-haired child, frail as a flower,
her puré soul shining through her palé face like a
lamp through a vase of alabaster. It was to her,
as he took her on his knee, that the king confided
his last messages to the queen before his execution.
“ Tell her, sweetheart,” he said, “ | loved her to
the last.”

The Duke of Gloucester was younger than the
princess, but older in heroic appearance and larger
in stature, for Elizabeth was a wee, frail thing.

The king had a favorite hound. It was always
with him when he was alone or with his children ;
it guarded the door of his cliamber at night; its
only delight seemed to be to do the bidding of his
royal master, and to receive his caresses.

Charles was one day amusing himself with his
children in the Hampton Court garden, when a
wild-looking woman drew near, and, holding out a
thin hand, said:

“Alms?”

She was a strange fright of a creature, and the
children thoughtlessly laughed at her, which sent
the blood tingling into the furrows of her cheek.

“ Who are you ?" asked the king.

“ They cali me a gypsy,” answered the woman,
assuming a mysterious look. “ | foretell events.”
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The king was not overawed by her air of mys-
tery, but told her that she must at once leave the
place.

She moved away darkly and sullenly, when the
children uttered an audible laugh. She caught the
sound, and turned sharply.

The king was caressing the hound. The fact
that a brute was faring better than she, seemed to
increase her bitter feeling.

“ He can play now,” she said, looking enviously
toward the dog. “ Let him. A dog will howl one
day, and then the kingdom will want for a king;
then the kingdom will go.”

The king seemed to be disturbed by the evil
prophecy. He addressed the strange woman in a
softer tone, and offered her money.

The black lines faded partly out of her face, and
she courtesied lower and said:

“ A dog will die in this palace one day;
the kingdom shall be restored again.”

People were very prone to believe in omens,
signs and fortune-telling at this time, and the
gypsy's words becamé known in the palace, and
were treasured up to see if they would come to
pass.

There was nothing remarkable in the prophecy.
If one were to say that a dog would howl in OQueen
Victoria's park at Balmoral before the Queen
should die, or that the cock should crow in the
grounds of Windsor Castle before the Prince of
W ales should take the throne, it would probably
all come to pass, and if so common an event were
looked for, it might seem to unthinking people
quite a remarkable thing.

The civil war grew more fierce; the king’s life
was threatencd ; the king began secretly to plan
an escape from Hampton Court, and from this tur-
bulent part of the kingdom. He was really a
prisoner in his palace; oid friends were everywhere
turning against him, and he was sometimos made
to feel that his only friend, except his children, was
his faithful hound.

* Poor thing, poor thing ! he is faithful to me,”
said the king one day. “ But how can | be faith-
ful. I may leave you one day, good fellow, and
then a dog will howl. It is a pitiable case when
a king cannot be true even to hisdog.”

The hound seemed to understand the king’s
great trouble, and at such times would lick his
master’s hand, and would press his knee and whine,
as though to break the reverie.

It was toward the cidse of a dark afternoon on
the nth of November, 1647. Night carne early,
with no ray of sunset. The palace gardens were
obscured in a deep mist, and the river ran dark
below them, with hardly a ray to penétrate the
gloom.

then

\
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The king ate an early supper, and then rer
with his favorite dog. It was his custom to™
his chamber for devotions immediately aferi
evening meal.

It was very still in the palace; very goo»
with the dull sound of the November rain iM
santly falling. Occasionally the step of theg«
was heard on the corridor. The little clukean
the princess were waiting the return of their ft
in adimly lighted room near the banquet hall.

He did not come. The footofthe guard souii
firmer, and became impatient.

Suddenly the pitiful howl of the king’s hox
broke the silence of the palace.

The little duke heard it, and started to go tol
father’s chamber. The young princess folio»-
him, a strange look of terror in her baby face a
her eyes filled with tears.

The children carne to the main stair-way, wy
they were ordered back by an attendant. Int.
retreat they again heard the hound in their fathtf
chamber utter the same friendless, piteous hoaL

There was a back staircase that led up totk
same room. The children passed silently tilica"
the empty apartments that led to it, and «o
startled again and again on their noiselcss wayl
the pitiful howling of the dog, which now began
be piercing in its distress.

Just as they arrived at the foot of the staira?
a heavy sound was heard at the chamber
above. It was answered by a sharp bark fromc
hound.

“ Father must have gone,” said the little prines.
“ what made the dog howl so ?”

There was a crash at the door above. The;,
princess clasped her brother in fear, and tried
draw him back.

“ They are breaking into his room,” sid
prince; “ let us go to him ; let us defend him"

There was a hurried step and a cry on thedd"
The children drew back; the hound carne ban
ing down and ran up to them and around them
anxiety and terror. There were more footstepse
the stairs, and another cry:

“ Give the alarm ; the king has escaped!”

Years pass. The stormy scenes of the Em!
Revolution are over. King Charles I has.
slept in the silent vaults of St. George’s Cha'
and his separated children have grown to mani»
and womanhood in exile.

There carne to Hampton Court Palace oe
summer day, Oliver Cromwell, Protector oi
Commonwealth of England. He, too, wasatteni
by a faithful dog. He slept in the oid royalapt
ment, and his dog kept guard at the door.
awoke one morning, but his dog did not core
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In. He ar6se and found that the trusty animal
Is dead.

[Oliver Cromwell was a stern man, but, like most
ienOf that day, he was superstitious. He believed
Isigns and omens and witchcraft, and he had
[ardof the withered gypsy’s prophecy.

He was shaken in health, and the sight of the
«d dog awakened his nervous fears. “ Alas!”
jsaid, “ the kingdom has departed.”

WARNING
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GREAT-GRANDFATHER'S BOOKS AND
By H. E.
I HAVE just been looking at an “ Indestructible

Picture Book of Mother Hubbard and her Dog,”
which is the first book in my little giri’s library. 1
am afraid it will not last many days more, in spite
of its fiame, and it is very certain that her great-
grandchildren will never see it, though | hope they
will see one like it; at least I hope they will care
for Mother Hubbard and her Dog, and | am pretty
sure they will. There are books read by children
to-day which their great-grandfathers were reading
a hundred years ago ; and there is one little book
not so much read by children now, which was not
only well known to their great-grandfathers but to
the great-grandfathers of their great-grandfathers ;
that is, to such as were born and bred in New Eng-
land or of New England parents. Itis “ The New
England Primer,” a little book not much largerthan
a baby’s hand, which was once almost universally
used in New England as the first book for children.
You would not think it a very bright-looking book,
but it was a useful one, for it had all the let-

Ifi A dam’s Fall
We finnedall.

Heaven to find,
The Bible Mind.

Chrift crucify’d
For finners dy’d.

The Deluge drown'd
The Earth around.

Eiijah hid
By Ravens fecL

The judgment:.made
F e 1ix afraid.

ters of the alphabet, not only the regular letters
from A to &, which brought up the rear with a
lively flourish of its little tail, but a list of the double

GREAT-GRANDFATIIER S BOOKS AND PICTURES.
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PICTURES.

Scudder

letters, which are enough to make one’s hcadackl
as they stand in a row :

ft, ff, fi, fl, ffi, ffl, fh, fi, fk ffi, L 0T f

The primer was the entrance to spelling an
reading for all children: with its alphabet todatl

As runs the Glass,
Our Life doth pass.

My Book and Heart
Must never part.

Job feels the Rod,—
Yet bleffes GOD.

Proud Korah’s troop
W as fwallowed up

L o.T fled to Zoar,
Saw fiery Shower
On Sodom pour.

Moses was he
W ho IsraeVs Hoft
Led thro’ the Sea.

with, it gradually led the way, by column;

column of easy syllables, up to words of six s

bles, and then began the reading. But | donttl
believe that children theri waited to spell all tkl
easy and hard words before they looked at the pi«]|
ures further on. There was a picture for esqj]
letter of the alphabet cxcept &, and against <

picture two sliort lines, which rhymed, were easytol
learn, and impossible to forget. | suppose tred
are thousands upon thousands of grown peoplens»!
in America who, when they were children, learrsl
these lines, and could say them to-day withoutlootl
ing at the book. But as the New England Primal
has been crowded out by the picture-papers ai»l
magazines and books, now so plentiful, you n»l
not have seen it. Therefore, St. NICHOLAStel
made exact copies for you of the twenty-four g»®|
little pictures and stories which great-grandfatl»!
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mito look at. J, you see, is not here, because
wesonly | with another fiame; U and V, too,
mecalled the same letter; and &, as | said, has
picture; more 's the pity, for they might have
W ANDrew his net
For men did selL

By a little study you can make out all the fig-
es, though the pictures are rather dim.

The pictures are small, and so the one who drew
’eni liad to make liaste to get in everything that
mgd to tell the story. The apples are on the
ec; Adam is known from Eve by his hat; Noah’s
; is the only dry thing in the Deluge ; Elijah
1 scarcely wait for the eager raven ; and both
tul and Félix see the judgment as plain as if it
;rcin the same room.

Many of the rhymes, you see, tell the stories
fich the children had lieard from the Bible, and
ic pictures would make the scenes very vivid;
at troop of Korah’s— one can almost hear them
youtas the ground gives way; then how ashamed
i'sfriends look, and one shudders at the narrow
rape of Lot; while the dripping Israelites are
aking every exertion to get up to Moses.
1suppose, in the picture below, Noah sees the
; in the midst of the black waters— the oid
ofld—and then holds his hand up in admiration
he sees the ark upon dry ground upon the top

N o a Hdid view
The oid world & new

Young Ob ADIAS,
David,JOsias
All were pious.

Peter

deny’'d.
His Lord and cry’'d.

QueenE sphe Rfues
And faves the Jeivs.

Young pious R uth.)
Left all for Truth.

Young Sam’e deas
The Lord did fear.

| Ararat, the new world, which he and his sons,
|° are huddled in the cérner, are to enter upon.
pung Obadias must be the one without a crown.

BOOKS AND PICTURES. 193

The story about him, David and Josias is brief,
but it would take great-grandfather’'s mother along
while to tell the whole story about each. When
she finished, she could have summed them up no
more completely. So, these three having been

Young T imothyv
L eamt fin to fly.

V ast h1for Pride,
W as fet afide.

W lialesdn the Sea,
GOD'’s Yoice obey.

X er x e s did die,
And fo muitl.

Y outh forwaid flips,
Death fooneft nips.

ZAccHEUshe
Did elimb the Tree
Our Lord to fee.

boys, the story of Ruth is suggested, and one sees.
the house left behind; she is going off with Naomi,,
and she was sincere.

Sin, in the picture, is certainly not made win-
ning and beautiful, but the meaning is that young
Timothy saw sin just as hideous as it really was.

You will not think these pictures beautiful, and
they are not; but, like the lines at their side, they
are direct. The book was a little book, and when
it was made there were very few books at all made
expressly for children, so that the makers tried to
put as much as they could into this small compass.
They did not expect that children would get all
their reading out of it, but they meant that when
children were learning to spell and to read, they
should be taught something about good living, and
learn some of the things that were nearest their
fathers’ hearts. The Bible was the book that their
fathers went to most of all, and so this primer is-
full of bits about the Bible, as in the pictures we
have been looking at, and also about religién and
duty, as their fathers understood these. Just after
this picture alphabet is another “ Alphabet of Les-
sons for Youth, beginning: “ A wise son maketh a
glad father, but a foolish son is the heaviness of his
mother,” and ending: “ Zeal hath consumed me,

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



|94 great-grandfather s
because thy enemies have forgotten the word of

God.” There was a Cradle Hymn, a part of which
many children still hear, beginning:

“ Hush, my dcar, lie still and slumbecr,
Holy angels guard thy bed.”

But this was not in the very oid primer, for it was
not then written, and there were other verses and
short proverbs which those who learnt probably
remembered long after they had forgotten larger
books.

There was but one other picture, and that was to
keep alive the remembrance of terrible times in
England, which had been suffered by the great-
grandfathers of those who first used the New Eng-
land primer. It was the picture of John Rogers,
as follows:

Beneath it was printed: * M r. John Rogers,
minister of the gospel in Lotidon, was the first
martyr in Quecn m ary's reign, and was burnt at
Smithfield, February 14, 1554. His wife, with
nine small children, and one at her breast follow-
ing him to the stake; with which sorrowful sight
he was not in the least daunted, but with wonder-
ful paticnce died courageously for the gospel of
Jesas Christ.”

The first people who carne to New England had
grave fears lest the times of Queen Mary were
coming again in England, and it is not to be won-
dered at that they should keep alive the memory
of these things. How many children have counted
that little flock, to see if the nine were all there,
and have looked with terror at John Rogers in the
fire, and the pleascd, smiling faces of the soldiers
who keptguard over Mrs. Rogers and her children !

The New England primer was not the only little
book which great-grandfather had. There were
not many books made in America then, and this
was almost the only one made expressly for chil-
dren ; for were there very many made or written in

books and pictures.

England for children alone in those days. ]
reading the lives and recollections of those «o
lived at the time of the revolution, or shonv
after, one finds niention of a few books for Jit;

children which are still read. *“ Mother Guo=e]|
Melodies ” is an American book, and was mngj
more than a hundred years ago. Many of te

rhymes in it, most indeed, are English nusar
songs, brought over in the head to this country;
but there was a real Mother Goose in Boston
who sang the little ditties to her daughter’s dik
dren, and her daughter’'s husband, who wnsj
printer, collected them into a book. Then werd
of “ Goody Two Shoes,” which was quite <«
known, and there were a good many scraps of s
tory, and anecdotes in almanacs, as there are o
But then, as now, children read the same books tret
their fathers read. Indeed, that was much nue
common then, for it is only within the last Irs.
dred years, more especially the last twenty-fiveor
thirty, that there have been many books and ng-
azines especially for children. But there were lo»
ago books written, like “ The Arabian Nights’
“ Robinson Crusoe,” and “ Gulliver’s Travels,” te
authors of which were not thinking of childrenii
all; and yet these books have come to be rd
almost entirely by the young. Great-grandfathii
had these books, and he read besides many booh
which children to-day, with books of their omnare
less likely to see. There was John Randolph, d
Roanoke, for instance, a notable Virginian, wo
wasborn in 1773. The first book that fcll inte
way was Voltairc’s “ History of Charles XIl. d

Sweden.” He found a closet full of books, ad
before he was eleven years oid he had read “Tit
Spectator,” “* Humphrey Clinker,” “ Reynard tk
Fox," “ The Arabian Nights,” “ Tales oftb
Genii,” “ Goldsmith’'s Roman History,” and adl
“ History of Braddock’s War,” “ Don Quixote,’
“ Gil Blas,” “ QuintusCurtius,” “ Plutarch’sLived
“ Pope’s Horner,” “ Robinson Crusoe,” “ Gllivers
Travels,” “ Tom Jones,” “ Orlando Furioso,!aud

“ Thompson’'s Seasons "— a queer lot, but soncci
them great books, which it would be well to =
now, instead of weak and foolish ones.

Then there were parents in those days «b
thought much of what their boys were readiq
and thinking about. Listen to what John Qo
Adams— which President was he?— says ofte
mother :

“ In the spring and summer of 1775, she tagc
me to repeat, daily, after the Lord’s Prayer, befo
rising from bed, the Odc of Collins on the pdra
warriors who fell in the war to subdue the Jacobs
rebellion of 1745 :

“ 1H ow sleep the brave who sink to rest,

By all their country’s wishes blcst!’”
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And here is a letter from the same John Quincy
Adams, written, when he was ten years oid, to his
Lther, John Adams, absent then at Congress:

1777.
I love to receive lettersvery well, much better than 1
jve to writc them.

Braintree, June 2,
I dear Sir:
I make but a poor figure at composition; my
dis much too fickle: my thoughts are running after birds’ eggs,
s, andinfles, till I get vexed with myself. Mamma has a trouble-
_»task to keep me steady, and | own | am ashamed of myself.
| have but just cntered the third volume of Smollctt [History of
ingimd], though 1 had dcsigncd to have got half through by this
ime. | have determined this week to be more diligent,
Tnacher jhis tutor] will be absent atcourt, and | cannotpursuc my

as Mr.

rstudics. | have set myselfa stent, and determine to read the

dvolume halfout.

When the Revolution was over, the schools of
lie country were in a very bacl way. The country
¢as poor, there were very few books of any kind,
Ind school-books were of the poorest sort. It was
gt this time that Noah Webster, who made the dic-
nonary later in his life, and was now a poor school-
paster, determined to make a speller, a grammar
Ind a reader for schools. His grammar and reader
«ere long since forgotten, but his speller is still
[sed all over our country. It is a different book,
lowever, from the first speller which he made.
That, like “ The New England Primer” of his
Sjrandfathcr, not only taught the alphabet and
pelling, but tried to teach the little American some
of the lessons in goodness and patriotism, which
jioah Webster saw were much needed. It was the
Onlybook that a great many children had, and it
jad pictures— pictures a little bigger than those
‘dthe primer, but very much of the same kind.
From a very early time fables have been written
and rold to teach simple truths, and Webster put
1few fables into his book, and a picture to each.
Here are some of them :

FABLE L
O fthe Boy that stole Apples.

AN oid Man found a rude Boy upon one ofhia
"tes stealing Apples, and desired him to come

BOOKS AND PICTURES.
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down ; but the young Sauce-box told him jplainly
he would not. Won't you? said the oid Man,
then 1| will fetch you down j so he pulled a;p soma
tufts of Grass, and threw at him; but tiiis only
made the Youngster laugh, to think the oid Man
should pvetend to beat him down from the tree
with grass only.

W ell, well, said the oid Man, if neither words
fior grass will do, | must try what virtue titere 23
in Stones; so the oid man pelted him heartily with
stones; which soon made the young Chap hastea
down from llie tree and beg the oid Man’s pardon.

MORAL.

y good eoords and gentle V'ieans luill not rcclaim fiie
wicked, they miist be dealt with in a more severo manner

FABLE I1I.
The Country Maid and her Milk Pail.

W HEN men suifer their imagination to amuse
them, with the distant and uncertain improvements
of their condition,they frequentlysustainreallosses,
by their inattention to those affairs in which theyare
immediately concerned.

A country Maid was walking very deliberately
myith a pail of milk upon her head, when she fell
into the following train of reflections : Tire money
for which I shall sell this milk, will enable me to
incrcase my stock of eggs to three hundred. These
eggs, allowing for whatmay prove addle, and what
may be destroyed by vermin, will produce at least
two hundred and fifty chickens. The chickens
will be fit to carry to market about Christmas,
when poultry always bears a good price; so thatby
M ay day 1 cannot fail of having money enough to
purchase a new Gown. Green— let me consider—
yes, green becomes my complexiénbest, and green
it shall be. In.this dress I will go to the fair
where all the young fellows will strive to have me
fot apartner; butl shall perhaps refuse every one
of them, and with anair ofdisdain, toss from them.
Transponed with this triumphant thought, she
could not forbear acting with her head what thus
passed in her imagination, when down carne the
pail of milk, and with it all her imaginary happi.
ness.
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F.ABLE III.

The Fox and the Stuallox
ARISTOTLE informs us, that tire, followin.g
Fablc -was spoken by Esop to the Samians, on a
debate uponohanging theirministers, tyrho were ac-
eusedofplundering the ccmmonw.calth.

A Fox swlmming across ariver, happened to be
entangled jn some weeds that grew near the bank,
from.whicli he was unablc to extricate himself. As
he lay; thus exposed to whole swarnis of flies,
which were galling him and sucking his blood, a
Swallow, observing his distress, kindly oltered to
driv/2 them away. By- no means, said the'Fox;
for if these should be chased away,which are al-
ready sulliciently gorged, another more hungrv
swarm would succeed, and | should be robbed of
everyremaining drop of blood in.myvcins.

FABLE 1IV.
The Cal and the Rat.

A CERTAIN Cat had made such unmerciful
havoc among the vermin of her neighborhood, that
not a single Rat or Mousc darecl venture to appear
abroad. Puss was soon convinced, thatif afiairs
remained in their present situarion, she must be
totally unsupplied with provision. After mature
deliberaban, therefore, she resolved to have re-
courae to stratagem. For this purpose, she sus-
pended herself from a hook with. her head down-

books and pictures. JAST'A Tyl

wards,' pretending to be dead. The Rats ad
Mice, as they peeped from their holes, observing
her in this dangling attitude, concluded she wes
hanging forsome misdemeanor; and with greatjoj
immediately sallied forth in quest of their prey,
Puss. as soon as a suff.eientnumber were collectéd
together, quitted her hold, dropped into the mid?, |
ofthem; andvery few had the fortune to mate
good their' retreat. This artifice having succeeded
so weli, she was encouraged to try tlie event ofa l
second. Accordingly she whitened her coat.dl
over, b.y rolling herselfin a heap of flour, ancLin |
this disguisc lay concealcd in tlic bottom ofa incali
tiib. This stratagem was cxecuted in genmhnth I
tire same eifect as the former. But an.oid expt
rienced Rut, altogether as cunning as his adversa-
ry,was not so easily ensnared. | don’t much lile
said he, that white heap yonder; Something whis.
pers me there is mischiéf concealed under it. 'Tis
true it may be meal; but it may likewise be sore.
thing thatl should notrelish quite so well. Therel
can be no liarm at least in keeping _at a properdis. |

tance; for caution, | am sure, is the pareniof]|
safet}'.
FABLE V.
The Fox and the Bramble.
A FOX, closely pursued by a pack of DogjJ

took shelter under the covert of a Bramble. Mil
reioiced iuthis asylum; and for a while, wasterrl
happy; but soon found that if he attempted tosirj
he was wounded. by thorns and prickles on oxc*ll
side. However, making a virtue of necessity, b |
forbore to complam; and comforted himself "©lI
reflecting that no bliss is perfect; that good Ei|
evil are mixed, and flow from the same foun«« |
These Briars, indeed, said he, will tear myswl
a little, yet they keep; off the doga. Forthe*1
of the good then let me bear the evil withptj
trence; each bilier has its sweet: and these Bram
bles, though they wound my flesh, preserve o»|
lite from danger.

Like the primer, Webster’s speller wassmall,1
had noroom forlong stories; but you have seeni
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Lch could be gotten into these little fables with
Lir pictures. In the first one of these funny oid
d-cuts there is a story that any one can under-
jand, and it is told in a very lively fashion. The
[l[dman in his continental coat has only got as far
sivords in the picture, and the boy isjust reach-
jout his arm for the round apple near him. If
Lotlier picture had been given, the oid man’s coat
uld have been off, and that boy would have been
slithering down the trunk of the tree. But
Jiere wasonly one picture to a fable.
wonder if the moral of the second fable was
jrinted at the top for fear it would not be read if
j cane at the end of the story. The poor milk-
$aid looks rather forlorn in the picture. The toss
fher head is there still; she was too shocked with
Jorgrief to put her head back again.
I Webster was a man who watched politics very
ely, and it is not impossible that he put in the
Jird fable with an eye to something then going on
] the country. If he had made the fable longer,
irhaps he would have made the fox cali upon
i>ne friend to help him cut the weeds away in
jiich he was entangied. But there is no doubt
lat those (lies, so orderly and determined, would
:enough to drive any fox wild.
[Did you ever think before reading Fable IV. what
stheorigin.of that phrase, “ A cat in the meal?”
[wes the oid experienced rat, you see, that first
iit, only he said it in rather longer words. It
buld be pretty hard to tell from the picture what

TW O

By C. F.

Dorothy l'atten Sylvester had come to
rgrandfather’s to make a visit. A visit to gtand-
jpawas to each one of the seven Sylvesters the
Pstdelightful thing thatcould be imagined. They
ire all of them, always ready to go there when-
p grandpapa and grandmamma sent for one or
joof them, only the trouble was to decide which
| them should have the pleasure. This time,
jange to say, Dorothy was alone; 1 will tell you
j" ithappened. O fcourse, everybody wanted to
5i10Philadelphia, to the Centennial celebration;
Mil through the spring, poor little Dorothy was
jj'vth a fever. When she was well enough to
¢out she was still thin, and weak, and palé; and

all the delicacies were on the table, but there is no
doubt that the cat made herself look extremely
like a dead cat. Is that a ham hanging on the
wall? 1 can’t quite make it out.

I arn afraid the artist gave up the difficult task
of showing the dogs in the last picture; and with-
out the story it would be rather hard to tell what
the picture meant. Howdifferent all these pictures
are from the new ones which you see on turn-
ing the leaves of St. Nicholas! A great deal
has been learned in this country about drawing
and engraving pictures, just as there has been a
great deal more attention given to writing books
and stories for children. Yet some of these pict-
ures, like some of the stories, have this about
them, that they are perfectly intelligible and are
easily remembered. When you compare these old-
fashioned books which great-grandfather had with
those which you now have,— with St. NICHOLAS,
for instance,— and remember how much greater
and more prosperous this country is than it was in
great-grandfather’s day, do not forget that great-
grandfather helped to make the country what it is,
and that the books which he read and the pictures
he looked at, helped to make him what he was.
So, aswe have been reading fablesand their morais,
here is the moral of what | have been saying, and
you must not skip it: Our books and pictures are
not only to amuse us, but lo make us wise and
good; if they do not, then the better they are the
worse we shall be.

DOROTHYS.

Jackson.

papa and mamma thought a crowded city was not
the place in which to find fresh roses for their little
girl’'s cheeks; so they decided to let Dorothy make
a visit to grandpapa’s, while the rest of the family
went to Philadelphia, and although she was disap-
pointed at first, she soon cheered up and began to
talk of all the delightful things she would see and
do in the country. Then Charley and Frank had
promised to write her about everything they saw,
and Phil had given her Prince, his black-and-tan
terrier, to take care ofwhile he was away. Besides,
Bessie, the sister nearest her in age, had agreed
that her doli, Alice Rosamunda Temple, should
keep a diary of everything of interest that hap-

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



198

pened to her, for Dorothy’s doli, Susan Araminta
Lorraine. Then, best of all, they were to bring
back from Philadelphia some one whom Dorothy
had never seen, and whose acquaintance she wanted
very much to make. Agnes Sylvester, her eldest
sister, had married two years before, and was living
in Philadelphia, and the children had never seen
her baby boy; so you may imagine how much
Dorothy wanted them all to come home, particu-
larly Master Dicky Leigh. There were a few tears
shed when Dorothy saw them all drive off from
grandpapa’s, where they had left her; but grand-
mamma soon comforted her, by taking her over to
Mrs. Smith’s to drink tea, or rather, as far as she
and little Rose Smith were concerned, rich, yellow
Aldcrney milk, with as many strawberries as their
pintes could hold ; and then the walk home through
the clover fields by starlight was so pleasanti

The next day, Dorothy ran about the farm till
noon ; now in the barn to look for fresh-laid eggs in
the hay; now with grandpapa to the pasture, to pat
the pretty Alderney calves who would come quite
ciése, and lick her hands with their rough tongues,
and then jump away and pretend to be frightened
when she carne a little nearer to them; off again
to the dell behind the house to look for wild flowers,
until, quite hot, and tired out, she carne into the
cool front room where grandmamma sat reading in
the middlc of the afternoon. “ You have run too
hard, Dot,” said grandma, “ and have gotheated;
I can't allow that, or we shall be having the fever
back, and then papa and mamma will never lend
you to me again. Come, now, go up to your room
and take a little rest; then you can come down
again when it is cool and pleasant, just before tea.”

“ 1'will, grandma ; but may I take Fuzzy forcom-
pany ?” Consentwas given, so Dot and Fuzzy went
upstairs. Fuzzy was a gray kitten, who considered
it necessary to be always on the lookout for ene-
inies; for at the slightest noise she would put up
her back, and every individual hair on her body
would stand straight out. She had met with an
accident to her tail in early youth; about an inch
had been cut off, and the rest was very thick and
bushy; so when she was angry she would make the
hairs stand out on it till she looked exactly like a
fuzzy ball. Dorothy was devoted to her in spite of
her bad temper, which she declared was soured by
the loss pussy had met with, and no wonder, for it
must be very trying and mortifying to be so differ-
ent from one’s acquaintances. Fuzzy and she were
on the best of terms at all times, so when Dorothy
caught her up from the porch, where she was com-
fortably washing herself, she made no resistance,
but allowed her little friend to carry her off up-
stairs.

Dorothy’s room looked very quiet and pleasant,

THE TWO DOROTHYS.

1Janol

and she nestled down on the soft, white bed, 1
Fuzzy in her arms, to rest and grow cool.

It was a low, old-fashioned room, with a liil
bureau and heavy carved cabinet, that had stoodj
the same place for generations; there was onest|
straight-backed chair, and two or three others1
so oid, but much more comfortable; a polisl
floor that had never known a carpet, but whichh
now a new, pretty rug spread over it; and best|
all, a widc, low, western window through which,1
hot summer day, carne the drowsy hum of inc
the ceaseless distant noise of falling water, and{
steady whir of the mill-wheel. The house wast|
oldest for many miles around, and there had |l
fewer alterations in this room than in anyolh
The Pattens had never been a race who lov|
change, so the high clock that had ticked ther
utes, and struck the hours for a hundred yearsp
still stood at the head of the stairs. The longt
ror, with peacocks cut in reliefon its heavy woodl
frame, yet hung over the dining-room mantel, 1
now reflected the rosy-cheeked Sylvester childre
as it had reflected the little Ruths, Dorothys, 1
wards, of years ago ; or the ruffles, puffs, brocad|
and powdered hair of their elders; there wass
in grandmamma’s room the rosewood secretar)’,»!
its secret drawer, which little Dot held in such aq
and about which she had made up so manystoril
In the dining-room hung the powder-horn whij
the private in great-grandfather’s regiment
given him, with the plan ofhis native New Englai
town cleverly cut upon it; the streets laid out|
regular order, and the queer oid meeting-housf
steeples, Windows, and all marked out with ea
ness in their places.

All these things, and many others, our Doral
loved to look at; and now her thoughts wandeij
back to the little girl who had lived in thisi
room a hundred years before. Many stories ofh|
childhood and girlhood in those exciting, troutoj
times of the Revolution were familiar to alt
Sylvesters, as were also those of the calm, i
oid age, which she had come back to spcnd inh
early home. Grandpapa had often told theny
the memory ofsuch a life as hers was a better hej
tage than oid house or lands ; and it always soa
to Dorothy that something especially brighta
secret lingered about the place where so muclij
this good life had been spent. Now, as she layj
the bed she began to think about the oid roomt
had looked so nearly the same for so many yead

“ | wonder, ” she thought, “ what sortofal
girl that first Dorothy Patten was! There’sl
picture of her down-stairs, in a cap. How funny|
think she was ever little like me, when she |
ever so long ago. There was the first Dorothvt
lived in this very room a hundred years ago;
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uve«as her little Dorothy Patten Sylvester; then
\won, that 's grandpa, had his Dorothy; then
ire's me, called for Aunt Dorothea; always a
fothyfora hundred years. 1'm so glad oid Unele
mad Patten— | 've never told you this, Fuzzy,
Tjyou're so intimate you ought to know— mam-
| says family affairs oughtn’t to be talked of to
jangers; but I don 't mind telling you, Fuzzy, if
upromise never. to tell Mrs. Smith’'s Blackey;
,you see when Unele Edward, whom 1 never
‘cause it was years and years ago, died, he said
mhiswill that grandpa was to come and live here;
I1'm so glad, for it’s the nicest place that ever
jand grandma’said itwas so funny that I should
Iethe very room my great— great— great— oh, |
»'tknow how many greats— grandmother, an-
ler Dorothy had, a hundred years ago. | won-
rdid they cali her Dolly, or Dot, as they do
1?7 How many fiames! Dorothea— Dorothy—
Illy_D-o-t; ” that was the end of the little girl’s
Inking; and Fuzzy, who had watched her closely,
1 shewas quite sure she was asleep, bounded from
| bed, and ran down-stairs to her oid place on
| porch to finish her washing.

r Dorothy, daughter, come down to me 1”
I1Yes, mother.”
Dorothy answered the cali at once, but she
lught as she went that something unfamiliar had
endrawn like a veil over everything she was ac-
Itomed to since the last time she had passed
lough the halls and down the stair-way. It was
Ts. Sylvester, certainly; but her little girl had
jverseen her in such a dress. Her dark hair was
up very high over a cushion; she wore a
fcight, narrow, brocaded over-dress, with a petti-
et of darker stuff showing beneath it; sleeves,
llit to the elbow, and flowing below; and muslin
Ided over her neck, showing her white, slender
Boat. She held an open letter in her hand, and
lked troubled.
[*Mychild, Deacon Peter Johnson hasjust driven
in his chaise. He left Dalford yesterday,
|yed the night at the Red Lion tavern, and carne
[re the first place. He brings me this letter
|myour grandmother; she writes she is sick, and
ta wish to see me; | will go this afternoon,
Ungyou with me. The coach passes through at
Jif-past three, so we must at once put our things
(the little hair trunk. Do you go up and lay out
[thebed your tippet and best dress, together with
Vbonnet; put out also the other needful things
fyourselfand me against | come up, and be care-
Ithat you do not drop upon the floor the fresh
of lavender | laid in your drawer the last
fursday.”
[“But,mother, in that gown?" rose to Dorothy’s

DOROTI-IYS. 199

lips. “ Assuredly, my child ; one must make a good
appearance, you know.” And her mother looked
complacently down on the dress that had struck
her daughter so strangely.” Dorothy turned slow-
ly to go up the stairs, for the habit of obedience
was strong, but much she wondered to herself.

“ Grandma sick at Dalford 1 W hy, she had left
her but a little while before, perfcctly well, down-
stairs. Tippet 1 Straw bonnet 1 Whatdid it mean ?
She felt sure that when she opened the oid cabinet
she would find her pretty brown suit and hat with
the daisies. She opened it, however, and looked
in. There, folded neatly away, with a white cloth
over, on which were scattered sprigs of lavender,
lay a brocaded dress with a tippet and black silk
apron; and in the closet above, a straw hat ofim-
mense size, trimmed with a blue ribbon. Carefully
did Dorothy lift them out and lay them on the bed.

“ Be quick, Dorothy; be quick. The coach will
be here presently. Your knitting, child.” Doro-
thy gave her mother the half-knit stocking, and
stood silently by as she rapidly and neatly packed
the little hair trunk, closely studded with nails;
leaving out the hat for her to wear on the journey.
A few more preparations for herself, and then they
both carne down to the door.

“ You will take good care ofthe house, Deborah,
till my return,” said Mrs. Sylvester, turning to the
oid colored woman. “ Now cali Silas to follow
with our trunk. Good-day.”

As Dorothy stepped out of the door she was con-
scious of a strangeness in the objeets around her;
the country was familiar, and yet not what she had
ever before seen. Where was the stable? Where
was Mr. Wright's new house? And, why, there was
a clover field instead of Mrs. Smith’sbrown cottage.
She would have asked her mother; but Mrs. Syl-
vester looked so troubled, and walked on so fast,
that the child could hardly keep up with her.
Silas marched behind, in a blue coat and knee-
breeches, carrying the light little trunk. As they
went on, Dorothy looked in vain for the station and
the railroad, but presently her attention was at-
tracted by a singular-looking object that had just
appeared at the turn of the road beyond them. It
was some sort ofa vehicle, for it was drawn by four
horses who were dashing along the road quite fast,
while the driver shouted to encourage them, and
flourished his whip in the air.

The stage-coach, for this it proved to be, was
painted bright yellow, and was very high indeed.
Mrs. Sylvester exclaimed in delight at sceing it,
and said:

“There, | thought if we carne on this road we
would just be in time. We should have missed it
if we had gone to the tavern. Stop them, Silas.”

They moved to the side of the road and waited,
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ewhile Silas flourished hat and stick and grew quite
hoarse shouting to the driver to stop. He saw them
and drew up his horses. The steps were let down,
and a gentleman sprang out to help them. Dorothy
thought she could never get up into that high
thing, but she managed to do it with the assistance
of the strange gentleman and Silas. There wasone
lady in the coach, but she and the gentleman were
the only passengers beside themselves. Dorothy
looked in wonder at the lady’s bonnet. It had
equite a small crown, but flared out to an immense
size in front, coming away out beyond the face. A

“did thee ever travel uy coach

yellow ribbon was fastened around the crown, over
which curled a white feather, and from it all floated
a gossamer veil. She also wore slippers and black
mitts, and carried a rcticule. For the first time,
then, Dorothy noticcd that her mother wore a bon-
net almost exactly similar, but trimmed with pink.
This surpriscd her very much, but she was on the
lookout now for astonishing things. She soon
became tircd out with the jolting and disagreeable
swaying of the high coach, but her mother and the
lady talked on serenely, seeming quite at ease and
comfortable.

Presently the gentleman looked kindly at her,
and she was struck with the benevolent expression
of his face; she also noticcd that he wore a com-

THE TWO DOROTHYS.

piete suit of drab, made, however, in the sagpl
fashion as that of Silas; his hair was quite lo-
and powdercd, and fastened in a.queue behind.

“ Did thee ever travel by coach before, niylind
friend ?” he said presently.

“ No, sir,” answered Dorothy, timidlv, “ andll
do not like it very much.”

“ Perhaps thee is afraid to go so fast; butwear|
quite safe— there is no need to fear.”

“ Oh, that isnot it at all,” she answered; bal
stopped suddenly, quite unablc to tell the gentlel
man that she liked the cars better because

before, my little friend?"”

were so much faster. Somchow she could natsi
the words ; she felt that they would be utterlyej
meaning to the sereneoid gentleman opposite. >T
she kept quiet and listened to what her mother».
saying to the lady.

“ My husband is at present at New York
General Washington. | cxpcct, daily, newsfo-|
him, for it is three weeks since | have hearda
there is so much to fear with this continual f
ing. Can you kindly tell me, sir,” she said, rxl
ing to the oid gentleman, “ what is the latestne*|
from ourtroops?”

“ The last lhaveheard, friend,” said he, inrcfil
is that matters are quiet just now. Guer
Howe has established his head-quarters at B>
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,d and an attack is soon expected. It ismuch
"be’'dcsired,” he added, earnestly, “ that some
ansmay be found for averting more bloodshed,
"at the same time preserving us in our rights.”
irothy spoke now, but the words carne in quite
ifferent form from that she was accustomed to.

Honored sir,” she said, sedately, “ is there not
eihing at present happening in the city of
iladelphia? Many persons whom 1 know have
ie thither to attend the C— C— C-——--—- 7 She
Idnot form the word she wanted, and the gentle-
ncarne to her assistance.

Congress,” you mean, my child,” he said, and
,ugh she was perfectly certain she did n't mean
she was unable to say a single word. “ Yes,
ngress is meeting there, and we may trust it

find some remedy for our sorrows. The State
our land is indeed miserable.”

orothy said nothing more during the journey,
she was trying to understand what everybody
|d everything meant. They did not stay over-
ht at the inn, as the coach went on, and her
ther was anxious to reach Dalford. They said
lod-bye to the kind Quaker gentleman, whom

Sylvester called Friend Timothy, and later in
evening to the lady.
it was quite late when they reached her grand-
ther's, and Dorothy had notyet been able to ask
irmother how it happened that her father was at
‘w York, and there was fighting there. Mrs.
elvester engaged a man to carry her little trunk
Mistress Patten’s, and the little girl followed her
idover unfamiliar paths till they stopped in front
a low red farm-house. Her mother paid the

, who went off, and Dorothy and she entered
house. The little girl looked round with curi-
ty. The room was long and low, with a huge
-place at one end; the floor was well sanded;
dona table in the middlc of the room were set
ips and saucers, while an oid colored woman
d in front of the fire stirring something in a
>t She turned as they entered,
:Icomed her visitors, saying her mistress was
iuchbetter. Mrs. Sylvester hurried into the next
iom to see the oid lady, leaving Dorothy in the
tchen, and she employed her time in
ound her.

and eagerly

looking

The room was spotlessly neat; in one cdrner
(ood a spinning-wheel, and near it a distaff and
indle, and a tail vase of flowers stood in the
ndow.
Mrs. Sylvester soon returned, and told Dorothy
upstairs and lay off her bonnet and tippet.
fhen she carne down again, oid Rachel, the colored
ornan was still at work in the kitchen, but she
id nothing to the child, who sat down quietly in a
Jiner. Now carne a time of confusién to Dorothy.

Yol. IV.— 14,
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The room was ligirted by one tallow candle and
the fire-light; the latter made strange dancing
shadows on the wall and ceiling, which took all sorts
of forms to Dorothy's imagination. Sometimos
they made a tumbling coach and dashing horses;
sometimes a lady whose bonnet and feather grew
bigger and bigger; sometimes a company of sol-
diers marching, but always, she noticcd, they wore
Continental uniforms ; and through all she would
catch the oid colored woman looking at her with a
grin, and showing the whites of her eyes. She
would speak, but Rachel never would answer;
again she would try to speak and could not, and
the oid woman would laugh harder than ever at
her attempts. She would shut her eyes, but all the
time she was sure she was being laughed at, and
when she opened them again, there was the oid
woman watching her still. Sometimes it was night
and sometimes morning, but Rachel's grinning
never changed or stopped. This went on for
hours, it seemed to Dorothy, till at last she felt
herself growing very hungry, and, after making a
great many vain efforts, she managed to say:

“1'm so hungry; when are we going to have
something to eat, and wont you please just stop
looking at me ?”

The oid woman, still laughing, answered:

“ I's gwine to grin till Congress tells me to stop,
and when | gets orders from Philadelphy, 1Tl git
yers suthin to eat. We does everything here by
orders from Congress, and | guess we 's gwine to
git a message now by the runnin’ outside.”

Sure enough there was a tumult in the village,
andDorothy, her mother, her grandmother, Rachel,
and the black cat, all ran out to see what the noise
was about. It was bright daylight now; a crowd
was gathered in the village around a horseman, who
had spurred his weary horse up to the inn door.
The man’s face was hot and red; his blue coat,
yellow waistcoat, and drab knee-breeches, and even
hiscocked hat, were splashed with mud. He looked
quite exhausted, as if he had ridden day and night,
as indeed he had, from Philadelphia. He waved
hiswhip in the air, however, and shouted: “ Hence-

forth we are Free and Independent States! The
Declaration of Independence is signed !”
Shouting and cheering followed.
Dorothy slowly opened her eyes, and looked

about her in a bewildered way.

“ How I have slept,” she said at last, “ and what
a strange dream ! | 've been ’'way back to the
Revolution.”

She rubbed her eyes, and looked down on her
dress, to make sure that she had on her cambric,
and notthat funny straight gown with the black silk
apron. Then she looked around the room, almost
expecting to see the lady in the queer bonnet, the
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oid Quaker gentleman, or grinning Rachel; but
she saw only the carved cabinet standing in the
cérner, the high bureau, the chaire, and the rays of
the afternoon sun streaming through the'window.
Dorothy sat musing on the bed, then shook herself
fairly awake, and rose to dress for tea.

I cannot explain to you the mystery of my story.
W as the dream intended to have fallen gently upon
the closed eyelids of Dorothy the first, a hundred
years ago; and had it instead lain hidden in the

THE MODERN AND MEDIOEVAL BALLAD OF MARY

By Henry

[This is a shadow-play, which can be pirformcd in any parlor.

BALLAD OF MARY JANE.

oid room for a century, perhaps in the queer t»
carved cabinet, perhaps lingering about the vn
scotted corners, or in the shadows of the slopJ
roof, waiting till Dorothy the second should
asleep in 1876? | cannot tell you how it was tu
I am sure it was very puzzling to our Dorothy ij
leave the sunshine and reality of living childho-;
and wander back through the shadows of ahu
dred years, to enter into the life and borro»'th
dream of her little girl great-grandmother.

JANE.

Baldw in.

A sheet is hung between the audience and the performeri, who,i;

the proper arrangement of light (which can best be attained by experiment), throw their shadows on the sheet.
Somcbody hidden from the audience rcads the bailad aloud.]

It was a maiden beauteous—
Her flame was Mary Jane;

To teach the district school she walked
Each morning down the lafe.

[She passes and repasses behind the curtain.

W ell skilled was she in needle-work,
Egyptian she could speak,

Could manufacture griddle-cakes,
And jest in ancient Greek.

THE STALWART BENJAMIN.

It was the stalwart Benjamin,
W ho hoed his father’s corn;
He saw the lovely maiden pass,

At breaking of the morn.
[He entere at left.

Deep sighed that bold, admiring swain;
The maid vouchsafed no look—
She munched a sprig of meetin’ seed,

And read her spelling-book.

fShe eniers at left, and hils

A low obeisance made he then;
Right bravely did he speak:
“ There is no rose so fair,” he said,
“ As that upon thy cheek !

THE BEAUTEOUS MARY JANE.

‘And many a brooch and silken gown
Wiill I bestow on thee,

If thou wilt leave thy father’s house
And come and marry me.”
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Then proudly spake that lovely maid:
“ Thy corn-patch thou may’st till!
| haste to teach the infant mind,

On yonder lofty hill.

“ Though never golden brooch have I,
Though silken gown | lack,
[ will not wed an husbandman,
So take thine offer back !”

Oh, fiercely blow the icy blasts
When winter days begin 1

But fiercer was the rage that filled
The heart of Benjamin !

THE SUN THE SOARING LARK.

No longer, as she trips along,
Her merry songs she sings;

The tear-drops dim her pretty eyes,
Her lily hands she wrings.

He tore in shreds his raven locks,
And vowed he 'd love no more.
“ Smile on,” he cried, “ thou haughty maid,

Thou shalt repent thee sore 1” .
“And art thou gone, sweet Benjamin ?

Ah ! whither hast thou fled ?
My spelling-book has charras no more;
I would that | were dead!”

But soon her bitter moan she ceased;
She viewed her doughty knight,

Delayed not many leagues from thencc,
And in most grievous plight.

For as he to his husbandry

That day would fain have passed,
A monster cow his path beset,

And sorely him harassed.

HE TORE IN SHREDS HIS RAVEN LOCKS.” UpOn the Summit Of a Wa”
He sits, and dares not flee;

The awful beast its sprangling horns
Doth brandish frightfully.

The lady turned, she did not speak,
Her tear-drops fell like rain ;

[Tcars represented by small pieces o f paper.
[The cow, made ofpasteboard, should be fastened

Those plaintive words at last did pierce
] toa broom handle,and poked in from one side.
The heart of Mary Jane ! The smaller the cow the better.

1.

Oh, blithely sang the soaring lark;
The morning smiled again;

Up rose the sun, with golden beams,
And up rose Mary Jane.

[The lark should be made of pasteboard, and a
string, passed through his body, should be
stretchcd diagonally across the sheet By an-
other string fastened to his head, and running
over the upper nail, he may be made to soar.
The sun should rise by a string passed over a
nail in the center, and at the top of the framc-
work on which the sheet is stretched. The

lark should be about as large as the sun. THE COW HARASSES BENJAMIN

She gat her to her daily task, “ Oh, Mary Jane 1”7 he cried, “ if you
As on the former morn ; But love me, do not stay

Alack! she spied not Benjamin To weep, but lcnd a friendly hand,
A-hoeing of the com. [Emer Mary Jane. And drive the cow away !”
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Her apron then she quickly takes,
And wipes her streaming eyes;
Not quicker melts the morning dew,

Than to her love she flies.

MARY JANE WAVRS HEK PARASOL

The monster turns at her approach,
It shakes its ampie tail;

Take heart, O Benjamin ! thy love
Wi ill neither quake fior quail.

Her parasol that venturous maid
Exalted o’er her head ;

Thrice waved it in the air, and lo!
Straightway the monster fled.

RESCUED!

Then tarried not that joyous pair
Fond vows of love to make,
But to the house of Mary Jane
Themselves they did betake.
[As the cow runs away, Benjamin gets down and
approaches Mary Jane till almostci6ése to her.
Then, if both lean forward, the above affecting

They then take hands,
and the lamp is moved slowly to one side and

tablcau is produced.

obscured; this gives them the appcarance of
walking, and allows the father to enter; aftcr
which the lamp is moved back, and the lovers
rc-enter.

And out spake grateful Benjamin :
“ Forsooth, | had been dead,
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MARY JANE.

Had Mary Jane not saved my life,—
And her 1 fain would wed.”

Up spake her aged sire then;
Full wrathfully spake he:
:How darest thou, thou popinjay,
To ask such thing of me?

:For wert thou but a millionaire,
Then would | not demur;

Now thou art but an husbandman,
And she—a school-teacher !'"

Oh, sorely, sorely did they grieve!
The cruel parient’s heart
Inflexible as stone remained,
And they were torn apart.

[He motions thenu;

THE AGED SIRE IS WRATHFUL.

And now has come Lord Mortimer,
A-suing for her hand;

A richer nobleman than he
Is not in all the land.

LORD MORTIMER.

Upon his lordly knees he sank,
On bended knee he fell;

‘And wilt thou not, fair Mary Jane,
Within my castle dwell ?
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“GET HENCB! AVAUNT! | SCORN THY GOLD."

Thou walkest now with weary feet,
But thou shalt ride in State;

And difie and sup, like any queen,
Off my ancestral piate.”

Right scornfully that angry maid
Her dainty nose upturned !

She waved her lily hand, and thus
His tempting offer spurned :

* Get henee ! avaunt! | scorn thy gold,
Likewise thy pedigree !
I plighted troth to Benjamin,
Who sails the briny sea.”

(Exit Mortimer, enter father.

THF. FATHER ENTERE.

Nay, verily,” her father said,
1 Braid up thy golden hair;
Prepare to die, if thou wilt not
For nuptials prepare !”
[Flourishes pasteboard knife.
She braided up her golden hair
With jewels bright, eft soon;
She ciad her in her twice dyed gown,
And eke her thrice patched shoon.

Oh, Benjamin! Oh, Benjamin !”
Was all that she could say;

She wist not but that he was dead,
Or thousand leagues away.

MARY JANE. 205

V.
Alack for Mary Jane ! the knife
Hangs glittering o'er her head !
Before the altar, Mortimer
W aits his fair bride to wed.

“ Who knocks upon the outer gate?
Oh, father, quickly hie !”

“'T is but the grimy charcoal man ;
We have no time to buy!”

"HER SHRIEKS NO MERCY WIN.”

“ Methinks | hear the area-bell;
Oh, father, quickly speed 17

“'T is but a pesky book-agent;
Thou hast no time to read 1”

The fatal knife descends, descends 1
Her shrieks no merey win 1

When lo, a shout - the door gives way !
In rushes Benjamin !

I NOW RETURN, A TRILUONAIRE.'

“ Full many a year, a pirate bold,
I've sailed the Spanish main;
I now return, a trillionaire,
To claim thee, Mary Jane!”
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Out spake her happy sire then :

“ Can | my eyes believe?

Upon your knees, my children dear,
My blessing to reccive !”

Alas for luckless Mortimer,
Of love the hopeless dupe !

He gave up all his title deeds,
And joined a circus troupe.

MABEL

AND I

But merrily the bells did ring,
Loud was the cannon’s din,
Upon the day when Mary Jane

Was wed to Benjamin !

[A low step-ladder, or table covered witha*(, |
may be used for the wall. Mary Jangsk®!
netcan be made of a ncwspaper. Herfdi,
may wear a water-proof cloak, belted in ifj i
dressing-gown js not obtainable.

AND I

(A Fairy Tale.)

By Hjalmar Hjorth Boyesen.

.
I want to see things as they are,” said | to
Mabcl.

“ 1 don’t see how else you can see them,” an-
swered Mabel, with a laugh. “ You certainly don’t
see them as they are not.”

“Yes, | do,” said I. “ | see men and things
only as they seem. It is so exasperating to think
that | can never get beyond the surface of any-
thing. My friends may appear very good and
beautiful to me, and yet | may all the while have a
suspicion that the appearance is deceitful, that they
are really neither good fior beautiful.”

* In case that was so, | should n't want to know
it,” said Mabel. “ It would make me very un-
happy.”

“ That is where you and 1 differ,” said I.

Mabel was silent for a moment, and | believe she
was a little hurt, for |1 had spoken rather sharply.

* Butwhat good would it do you, Jamie?” asked
her wide-

she, looking up at me from under
brimmed straw hat.
“ W hat would do me good?” said I, for 1 had

quite forgotten what we had been talking about.

* To see things as they are. There is my father
now; he knows a great deal, and | am sure |
should n’t care to know any more than he does.”

“ Well, that is where you and 1 differ,” said I
again.

‘1 wish you would n’t be always saying ‘ that is
where you and | differ.” Somehow | don’t like to
hear you say it. It does n’'t sound like yourself.”

And Mabel turned away from me, took up a leaf
from the ground and began to pick it to pieces.

W e were sitting, at the time when this conversa-
tion took place, up in the gorge not half a mue

from the house where Mabel's father lived. 1*
a tutor in the college, about twenty-three years
and | was very fond of German philosophy.
now, since | have told who | was, | suppose |l a
to tell you something about Mabel. Mabel ws
but really it is impossible to say what she
cxcept that she was very, very charming. As
the rest, she was the daughter of Professor M
ham, and | had known her since my college
when she was quite a little girl.  And nowshe»
long dresses; and, whatwas more, she had her
done up in a sort of Egyptian pyramid on the
of her head. The dress she had on to-dayl
particularly fond of; it was of a fine light lesl
and the pattern was an endless rcpetition ofa
sweet-brier bud, with two delicate green
attached to it.

I had spread a shawl out on the ground »
Mabel was sitting, for fear she should soil her
dress. A large wceping-willow spread its blanc
all around us, and droopcd until it almost toel
the ground, so that it made a sort of groen, u
summer-house for Mabel and me to live in
tween the rocks at our feet a clear brook
rushing down, throwing before it little shoners
spray, which fell like crystal pearls Oll theve
sailed down the swift eddies and then vanishe)
the next Whirlpool. A couple of orioles in
new yellow uniforms, with black epaulets on
shoulders, were busy in the tree over our
but stopped now and then in their work to
themselves with a little impromptu duet.

“ Work and play
Make glad the day,”—

that seemed to be their philosophy, and Mabcb
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«ere quite ready to agree with them, although
had been idling since the early dawn. But then
wesso long since we had seen each other, that
thought we could afford it.

‘Somehow,” said Mabel at last (for she never
uld pout long at a time), “ I don’t like you so
1since you carne back from German)-. You
renot as nice as you used to be. What did you
there for, anyway?”

‘Why,” | responded, quite seriously, “ | went
ere to study; and 1 did leam a good deal there,
though naturally I was not as industrious as |
ight have been.”

“can readily believe that.
dyou learn that you mightn’t just as well have
rned at home ?”

I thought it was no use in being serious any
nger; so | tossed a pebble into the water, glanced
pinto Mabel's face and answered gayly :

“Well, I learned something about gnomes, and
igmies, and elves, and fairies, and salamanders,
nd 7

“And what?” interrupted Mabel, impatiently.
“ And salamanders," repeated I. “ You know
e forests, and rivers, and mountains of Germany
efullofall sorts of strange sprites, and you know
epeople believe in them, and that is one of the
ingswhich make life in the Oid World so fasci-
ating. But here we are too prosy, and practical,
nd business-like, and we don’t believe in anything
:cept what we can touch with our hands, and see
itii our eyes, and sell for money.”

“Now, Jamie, that is not true,” responded Ma-
I, energetically; for she was a strong American
t heart, and it did n't take much to rouse her.
I believe, for instance, that you know a great
eal, although not as much as my father; but I
-n't see your learning with my eyes, neither can 1|
uch it with my hands ”

“But | hope I can sell it for money,” interrupted
, laughing.

ho, joking aside. | don’t think we are quite
bad as you would like to make us out.”

‘ And then you think, perhaps, that the gnomes
nd nver-sprites would be as apt to thrive here as
the Oid World ?”

Who knows?” said Mabel, with an expression
tseemed to me half serious, half grave. *“ But
"isli you would tell me something about your

I arn so very ignorant in such

But, tell me, what

«man sprites.
Ings, you know.”
mtretched myself comfortably on the edge of the
a"| at Mabel's feet, and began to tell her the
«y about the German peasant who caught the
«me that had robbed his wheat-field.
' The gnomes wear tiny red caps,” | went on,
hmake them invisible. They are called tarn-
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caps, or caps of darkness. The peasant that I am
telling about had a suspicion that it was the gnomes
who had been stealing his wheat. One evening,
he went out after sunset (for the gnomes never
venture out from their lidles until the sun is down)
and began to fight in the air with his cafie about
the borders of the field. Then suddenly he saw a
very tiny man with knee-breeches and large fright-
ened eyes, turning a somersault in the grass right
at his feet. He had struck off his cap, and then, of
course, the gnome was no longer invisible. The
peasant immediately seized the cap and put it into
his pocket ; the gnome begged and implored to
get it back, but instead of that, the peasant caught
him up in his arms and carried him to his house,
where he kept him as a captive until the other
gnomes sent a herald to him and offered him a
large ransom. Then the gnome was again set free
and the peasant made his fortune by the transac-
tion.”

“ Would n't it be delightful if such things could
ever happen here?” exclaimed Mabel, while her
beautiful eyes shone with pleasure at the very
thought.

“ 1 should think so,” said I.
that if there are gnomes and elves in the neighbor-
hood, they always gather around you when you
talk about them.”

“ Really?” And Mabel sent a timid glance in
among the large mossy trunks of the beeches and
pines.

“ Tell me something more,
manded, eagerly.

Mabel had such a charming way of saying
“ Jamie,” that | could never have opposed a wish
of hers, whatever it might be. The professor called
me James, and among my friends | was Jim; but
it was only Mabel who called me Jamie. So | told
her all 1 knew about the nixies, who sang their
strange songs at midnight in the water; about the
elves, who lived in the roses and lilies, and danced
in a ring around the tall flowers until the grass
never grew there again; and about the elf-maiden
who led the knight astray when he was riding to
his bride on his wedding-day. And all the while
Mabel's eyes seemed to be growing larger; the
blood burned in her cheeks, and sometimes she
shuddered, although the aftemoon was very warm.
When | had finished my tale, | rose and seated
myself at her side. The silence suddenly seemed
quite oppressive ; it was almost as if we could hear
it. For some reason neither Mabel fior | dared to
speak; but we both strained our ears listening to
something, we did not know what. Then there
carne a strange soft whisper which filled the air all
about us, and I thought I heard somebody calling
my fiame.

“ It is said, too,

Jamie,” she de-
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“ They are calling you, Jamie,” whispered Mabel.

“ Calling me? Who?” said I.

“ Up there in the tree. No, not there. It is
down in the brook. Everywhere.”

“ Oh,” cried I, with a forced laugh. “ We are
two great children, Mabel. Itis nothing.”

Suddenly all was silent once more ; but the

wood-stars and violets at my feet gazed at me with

AND I.

“ But you know we were talking about the
whispered she, still with the same fascinated j
in her eyes. “ Ah, there, take care! Lon'ts
on that violet. Don’t you see how its muteey
implore you to spare its life ?”

“ Yes, dear, | see,” answered I; and I,
Mabel’s arm through mine, and we hurried dorj
the wood-path, not daring to look back, forweh-J

MABEL IN HER SWEET-BRIER DRESS.

such strange, wistful eyes, that | was almost fright-
ened.

“ You should n't have done that, ”
Mabel, “ You killed them.”

“ Killed what?”

“ The voiccs, the strange, small voices.”
My dear girl,” said I, as | took Mabel’s hands
and helped her to rise. “ | am afraid we are both
losing our senses. Come, let us go. The sun is
already down. It must be after tea-time.”

Jamie,” said

“

both a feeling as if some one was walking d«|
behind us, in our steps.

It was a little after ten, | think, when 1 left&l
professor’s house, where | had been spendingth|
evening, and started on my homeward way.

As | walked along the road the thouglit of V&®)
haunted me. | wondered whether | ever shool
be a professor, like her father, and ended withoo-i
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uding that the next best thing to being one’s self
professor would be to be a professor’s son-in-law.
utsomehow | wasn't at all sure that Mabel cared
jything about me.
‘Things are not what they seem,” | mur-
ured to myself, “ and tlie real Mabel may be a
ry different creature from the Mabel whom |
There was not much comfort in that thought,
st nevertheless | could not get rid of it. 1 glanced
to the big round face of the moon, which had a
rgering of rnist about its neck; and looking more
oselyl thought | saw a huge floundering body, of
hich the moon was the head, crawling heavily
oss the sky and stretching a long misty arm
erme. | hurried on, not caring to look right
left; and | suppose | must have taken the wrong
m, foras I lifted my eyes, | found myself stand-
gunder the willow-tree at the creek where Mabel
d I had been sitting in the afternoon. The
-usts, with their shrill metallic voices, kept whir-
g away in the grass, and | heard their strange
'ng sh-h-h-h-h, now growing stronger, then
akening again, and at last stopping abruptly,
iftosay: “ Did n't 1 do well?” But the blue-
ed violets shook their heads, and that means in
eir language: “ No, | don’t think so at all.”
e water, which descended in three successive
into the wide dome-shaped gorge, seemed to
e, as | stood gazing at it, to be going the wrong
y, crawling, with eager, foamy hands, up the
‘ges of the rock to where | was standing.
“ 1 must certainly be mad,” thought I, “ or I am
tting to be a poet.”
In order to rid myself of the painful illusion,
ich was every moment getting more vivid, |
-ned my eyes away and hurried up along the
nks, while the beseeching murmur of the waters
nginmy ears.
As | had ascended the clumsy wooden stairs
ich lead up to the second fall, I suddenly saw
O little blue lights hovering over the ground
ctly in front of me.
“Will-o’-the-wisps,” said
und is probably swampy.”
1pounded with my cafie on the ground, but, as
might have known, it was solid rock. It was
iainlyvery strange. | flung myselfdown behind
trunkofa large hemlock. The two blue lights
e hovering directly toward me. I lifted my
c—with a swift blow it cut the air, and,— who
limagine my astonishment? Right in front of
Isawa tinyman, not muchbigger than a good-
d kitten, and at his side lay a small red cap;
°ap, of course, | immediately snatched up and
1Hin aseparate apartment in my pocket-book
reake sure that | should not lose it.  One of the

I to myself. “ The
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lights hastened away to the rocks and vanished
before I could overtake it.

There was something so very funny in the idea
of finding a gnome in the State of New York, that
the strange fcar which had possessed me departed,
and | felt very much inelined to laugh. My blow
had quite stunned the poor little ereature ; he was
still lying half on his back, as if trying to raise him-
self on his elbows, and his large black eyes had a
terrified stare in them, and seemed to be ready to
spring out of their sockets.

“ Give— give me back my cap,” he gasped at
last, in a strange metallic voice, which sounded to
me like the clinking of silver coins.

* Not so fast, my dear,” said I.
you give me for it?”

“ Anything,” he cried, as he ar6se and held out
his small hand.

“ Then listen to me,” continued I. “ Can you
help me to see things as they are? In that case 1
shall give you back your cap, but on no other con-
dition.”

“ See things as they are ?” repeated the gnome,
wonderingly.

“ Yes, and not only as they seem,” rejoined I,
with emphasis.

* Rcturn here at midnight,” began he, after a

“What will

long silence. * Upon the stone where you are sit-
ting you shall find what you want. Ifyou take it,
leave my cap on the same spot.”

“ That is a fair bargain,” said I. “ 1 shall be
here promptly at twelve. Good-night.”

| had extended my palm to shake hands with my
new friend, but he seemed to resent my politeness;
with a sort of snarl, he turned a somersault and
rolled down the hill-side to where the rocks rise
from the water.

I need not say that | kept my promise about
returning. And whatdid I find? A pair of spec-
tacles of the most exquisite workmanship; the
glasses so clear as almost to deceive the sight, and
the setting of gold spun into fine elastic threads.

* We shall soon see what they are good for,”
thought I, as | put them inté the silver case, the
wonderful finish of which I could hardly distinguish
by the misty light of the moon.

The little tam-cap | of course left on the stone.
As | wandered homeward through the woods, |
thought, with a certain fierce triumph, that now
the beauty of Mabel’s face should no more deceive
me.

“ Now, Mabel,” | murmured, “ now
you as you are.”

I shall see

At three o’clock in the afternoon, | knocked at
the door of the professor’s study.
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“ Come in,” said the professor.

“ Is— js Mabel at home ?” asked I, when | had
shaken hands with the professor and seated myself
in one of his hard, straight-backed chairs.

“ She will be down presently,” answered he.
“ There isa newspaper. You may amuse yourself
with that until she comes.”

1 took up the paper; but the spectacles seemed
to be burning in my breast-pocket, and although 1
stared intently on the print, | could hardly dis-
tinguish a word. W hat if | tried the power of the
spectacles on the professor ? The idea appeared to
me a happy one, and | immediately procecded to
put it into practice. With a loudly beating heart,
I pulled the silver case from my pocket, rubbed
the glasses with my liandkerchief, put them on my
nose, adjusted the bows behind my ears, and cast
a stealthy glance at the professor over the edge of
my paper. But what was my horror! It was no
longer the professor at all. It was a huge parrot,
a veritable parrot in slippers and dressing-gown !
| dared hardly believe my senses. Was the pro-
fessor really not a man, but a parrot? My dear
trustcd and honored teacher, whom | had always
looked upon as the wisest and most learned of living
men, could it be possible that he was a parrot?
And still there he sat, grave and sedate, a pair of
horn spectacles on his large, crooked beak, a few
stiff feathers bristling around his bald crown, and
his small eyes blinking with a sort of meaningless
air of confidcnce, as | often had seen a parrot’s eyes
doing.

“ My gnome has been playing a trick on me,” |
thought. “ This is certainly not to see things as
they are. If I only had his tarn-cap once more,
he should not recover it so cheaply."

“ Well, my boy,” began the professor, as he
wheeled round in his chair, and knocked the ashes
out of his pipe on the polished andirons which
adorned the empty fire-place. “ How is the world
using you ? Getting over your Germéan whims,
eh?”

Surely the spectacles must in some mysterious
way have affected my ears too. The professor’s
voice certainly did sound very curious— very much
like the croak of some bird that had learned human
language, but had no notion of what he was saying.
The case was really getting serious. | threw the
paper away, stared my teacher full in the face, but
was so covered with confusién that | could hardly
utter two coherent words.

“ Yes, yes,— certainly,— professor,” Istammered.
“ German whims?— | mean things as they are—
and—and not as they seem—das Ding an sich—
beg your pardon— 1 am not sure, I— 1 compre-
hended your meaning— beg your pardon ?”

My dear boy,” croaked the professor, opening
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his beak in great bcwilderment, and shown,
little thick red tongue, which curvcd upward
that of a parrot, “ you are certainly not &
Mabell Mabell Come down I James isilll y
you certainly look wretchedly. Let me feel»
pulse.”

I suppose my face must have been veryn»
flushed, for the blood had mounted to ny
and throbbed feverishly in my temples. As
the patter of Mabel’s feet in the hall, a greatde
carne over me. What if she too should tum
to be somebody else— a strange bird or litss
No, not for all the world would | see Mabel-
dear, blessed Mabel— any differently from «
she had always seemed to me. So | tore the
tacles from my nose and crammed them ino
case, which again | thrust into my pocket. In
same instant, Mabel’'s sweet face appeared in
door.

“ Did you cali me, papa?” she said; ten
she saw me reclining on the sofa, where herfal
(now no longer a parrot) had forced me
down, there carne a sudden fright into her bea
eyes, and she sprang to my side and seized
hand in hers.

“ Are you ill, Jamie?” she asked, inat:
of unfeigned anxiety, which went straight
heart. “ Has anything happened to you?l

* Hush, hush 1" said the professor. “D
make him speak. It might have provedasn
attack. Too much studying, my dear—toont
studying. To be sure, the ambition of young
nowadays is past belief. It was different in
youth. Then, every young man was satisfiedif
could only make a living— found a home for
self and bring up his family in the fear of&
But now, dear me, such things are mere rus
ambitions.”

| felt wretched and guilty in my heartl b
thus imposing upon two good people, who
me and were willing to make every sacrifice fat
comfort! Mabel had brought a pillow and pf
under my head; and now she took out sore
of crochet-work, and seated herself on a chair
by me. The professor stood looking at hsnd
and counting my pulse-beats.

* One hundred and fifteen,” he muttered,
shook his bald head. * Yes, he has fever. 1
it at once, as he entered the room.”

“ Professor,” | cried out, in an agony d
morse, “ really | meant nothing by it 1
very well that you are not a parrot—that
are

‘* I— I—a parrot 1” he exclaimed, smilingb
ingly at Mabel. * No, | should think not. H
raving, my dear. High fever. Just what
Wont you go out and send Maggie for the dos
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(o stop, I shall g° myself. Then he will be sure
Icome without delay. It is high time.”
| The professor buttoned his coat up to his chin,
Led his hat at the proper angle on the back of his
fead, and departed in haste.
]1“How do you feel now, Jamie dear?”
|abel, after awhile.

11am very well, I thank you, Mabel,” answered

said

‘GIVE ME BACK MY cap!’

“In fact, it is all nonsense. I am not sick

Husli, hush ! you must not talk so much,”
she, and put her hand on my mouth.

I Myexcitement was now gradually subsiding, and

lv blood was returning to its usual speed.

‘Ifyou don’t object, Mabel,” said I, “ I’ll get
lanl go home. There'’'s nothing whatever the
ilatter with me.”

I ‘Will you be a good boy and keep quiet,” re-

fered she, emphasizing each word by a gentle tap
V my head with her crochet-needle.
‘Well, if jt can amuse you to have me lying
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here and playing sick,” muttered I, “ then, of
course, | will do anything to picase you.”

“ That is right,” said she, and gave me a friendly
nod.

So | lay still for a long while, until | carne once
more to think of my wondcrful spectacles, which
had turned the venerable professor into a parrot.
I thought | owed Mabel an apology for what | had

CRIED THE GNOME.”

done to her father, and | determined to ease my
mind by confiding the whole story to her.

* Mabel,” | began, raising myselfon my elbow,
“ 1 want to tell you something, but you must
promise me beforehand that you will not be angry
with me.”

“ Angry with you, Jamie ?” repeated she, open-
ing her bright eyes wide in astonishment. “ |
never was angry with you in my life.”

“ Very well, then. But | have done something
very bad, and I shall never have peace until | have
confided it all to you. You are so very good,
Mabel. | wish | could be as good as you are.”
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Mabel was about to interrupt me, but |
vented her, and continued :

* Last night, as | was going home from your
house, the moonlight was so strangely airy and
beautiful, and without quite intending to do it, I
found myself taking a walk through the gorge.
There |1 saw some curious little lights dancing over
the ground, and | remembered the story of the
peasant who had caught the gnome. And do you
know what I did?”

Mabel was beginning to look apprehensive.

“ No, I can't imagine what you did,” she whis-
pered.

“ Well, | lifted my cafe, struck at one of the
lights, and, before I knew it, there laya live gnome
on the ground, kicking with his small legs ”

“ Jamie! Jamie!” cried Mabel, springing up
and gazing at me, as if she thought I had gone
mad.

Then there was an unwelcome shuffling of feet
in the hall, the door was opened, and the professor
entered with the doctor.

* Papa, papa!” exclaimed Mabel, turning to
her father. “ Do you know what Jamie says? He
says he saw a gnome last night in the gorge, and
that 7

“ Yes, 1 did!” cried 1, excitedly, and sprang up
to seize my hat. “ If nobody will believe me, 1
need n't stay here any longer. And if you doubt
what | have been saying, | can show you ”

“ My dear sir,” said the doctor.

“ My dear boy,” chimed in the professor, and
seized me round the waist to prevent me from
escaping.

* My dear Jamie,” implored Mabel, while the
tears started to her eyes, “ do keep quiet, do !”

The doctor and the professor now forced me
back upon the sofa, and | had once more to resign
myself to my fate.

“ A most singular hallucination,” said the pro-
fessor, turning his round, good-natured face to the
doctor. “ A moment ago he observed that | was
not a parrot, which necessarily must have been
suggested by a previous hallucination that | was a
parrot.”

The doctor shook his head and looked grave.

“ Possibly a very serious case,” said he, “ a case
of ,” and he gave it a long Latin fiame, which
| failed to catch. “ It is well that I was called in
time. We may still succeed in mastering the
disease.”

* Too much study?” suggested the professor.
“ Restless ambition ? Night labor— severe appli-
cation ?”

The doctor nodded and tried to look wise. Mabel
burst into tears, and | myself, seeing her distress,
could hardly refrain from weeping. And still 1

pre-
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could not help thinking that it was verysweetj
see Mabel’s tears flowing for my sake.

The doctor now sat down and wrote a numbaj
curiously abbreviated Latin words for a
tion, and handed it to the professor, whol
up and put it into his pocket-book.

Halfan hour later, I lay in a soft bed Wi[h sike>
white curtains, in a cozy little room upstairs.
shades had been pulled down before the windi
a number of medicine bottles stood on & ch
my bedside, and | began to feel quite like aﬂii
valid— and all because | had said (What no!
could deny) that the professor was not a panol |

V.

| SOON learned that the easiest Way {0 recoij
my liberty was to offer no resistance, and <
nothing more about the gnome and the specta
Mabel carne and sat by my bedside foral
hours every afternoon, and her father visitedi
regularly three times a day, felt my pulse anda
me a short lecture on moderation in StUdy, ond
evil effects of ambition, and on the dangeroustt
encies of modern speculation.

The gnome’s spectacles | kept hidden undcrr
pillow, and many a time when Mabel was wthm
I felt a strong temptation to try their effed i
her. Was Mabel really as good and beautiful j
she seemed to me ? Often I had my hand ot
dangerous glasses, but always the samedreadc
over me, and my courage failed me. Thatsws
fair, beautiful face,— what could it be, if itwso
what it seemed? No, no, | loved Mabel took
as she seemed, to wish to know whether shera|
delusion or a reality. W hat good would itdon
if 1 found out that she too was a parrot, oraf

or any other kind of bird or beast? Thel
hope would go out of my life, and 1 should1
little or nothing left worth living for. 1 muslo

fess that my curiosity often torméntcd me bgw
endurance, but, as | said, | could never murl
courage enough either to conquer it or to yiddj
it. Thus, when at the end of a week | was:
to sit up, I knew no more about Mabel’s real ckj
acter than 1 had known before. | saw thats
was patient, kind-hearted, sweet-tempered,-®
her comings and goingswere as quiet and pi
as those of the sunlight which now stole inuw
dered and again vanished through the uncurtain
Windows. And, after all, had | not knownt
always? One thing, however, I now knew |
than before, and that was that | never could »
anybody as | loved Mabel, and that | hopeds
time to make her my wife.

A couple of days elapsed, and then lwesp
mitted to return to my own lonely roonis.
very dreary and desoiate did they seem to mea

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



MABEL

. pleasant days | had spent, playing sick, with
jbei and the professor. | did try once or twice
| cffect of my spectacles on some of my friends,
3always the result was astonishing. Once | put
iémonin church, and the minister, who had the
Jutation of being a very pious man, suddenly
[before me as a huge fox in govvn and bands.
i voice sounded like a sort of bark, and his long
Rutopened and shut again in such a funny fash-
Tthat 1 carne near laughing aloud. But, fortu-
lelv, 1 checked myself and looked for a moment
icouple of oid maids in the pew opposite. And,
lether you will believe me or not, they looked
ictly like two dressed-up magpies, while the
jtoid gentleman next to them had the appear-
ice of a sedate and pious turkey-cock. As he
|lc out his handkerchief and blew his nose— 1
an his bili— the laughter again carne over me,
Il had to stoop down in the pew and smother
I merriment. An oid chum of mine, who was a
jious sportsman and a great favorite with the
lies, turned out to be a bull-dog, and as he ad-
Ited his neck-tie and pulled up his collar around
I'thick, hairy neck, I had once more to hide my
rinorder to preserve my gravity.
| amafraid, if 1 had gone on with my observa-
lis, I should have lost my faith in many a man
.woman whom | had previously trusted and
nired, for they were probably not all as good
.amiable as they appeared. However, | could
t help asking myself, as Mabel had done, what
lsuch a knowledge would, in the end, do me.
; it not better to believe everybody good, until
lvinced to the contrary, than to distrust every-
fayand by your suspicion do injustice to those
Jowere really better than they seemed ? After
| thought, these spectacles are making me
Brbid and suspicious; they are a dangerous and
Jless thing to possess. | will return them to their
lowner.
jThis, then, was my determination. A little before
liset, 1 started for the gorge, and on my way |
Bt a little girl playing with pebbles at the road-
My curiosity once more possessed me. |
ton the gnome’s spectacles and gazed intently
Ithe child. Strange to say no transformation
Jurred. | took off the glasses, rubbed them
imyhandkerchief, and put them on once more,
fiechild still remained what it seemed— a child ;
|l afeature was changed. Here, then, was really
greature that was neither more fior less than it
ned. Forsome inconceivable reason the tears
rtedto my eyes; | took the little girl up in my
sand kissed her. My thoughts then naturally
red 10 Mabel; 1 knew in the depth of my heart
11 she, too, would have remained unchanged.
could she be that was better than her own
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sweet self—the puré,
Mabel?

W hen the sun was well set, | sat down under the
same hemlock-tree where | had first met the gnome.
After half an hour’s waiting | again saw the lights
advancing over the ground, struck at random at
one of them and the small man was once more visi-
ble. 1 did notseize his cap, however, but addressed
him in this manner :

“ Do you know, you curious Oid World sprite,
what scrapes your detestable spectacles brought
me into? Here they are. Take them back. 1
don’t want to see them again as long as I live.”

In the next moment | saw the precious glasses
in the gnome’s hand, a broad, malicious grin
distorted his features, and before I could say an-
other word, he had snatched up his cap and van-
ished.

A few days later, Mabel, with her sweet-bricr
dress on, was again walking at my side aiong the
stream in the gorge, and somehow our footsteps
led us to the oid willow-tree where we had had our
talk about the Germéan gnomes and fairies.

“ Suppose, Jamie,” said Mabel, as we seated
ourselves on the grass, “ that a good fairy should
come to you and tell you that your highest wish
should be fulfilled. W hat would you then ask ?”

“ 1 would ask,” cried I, seizing Mabel’s hand,
“ that she would give me a good little wife, with
blue eyes and golden hair, whose ilame should be
Mabel.”

Mabel blushed crimsonand turned her face away
from me to hide her confusién.

“You would not wish to see things as they are,
then,” wliispered she, while the sweetest smile stole
over her blushing face.

“ Oh, no, no!” exclaimed I.
you ask, Mabel ?”

“1,” answered she, “ would ask the fairy to give
me a husband who loved me well, if—if his fame
was— Jamie.”

A little before supper-time we both stole on tip-
toe into the professor’'s study. He was writing, as
usual, and did not notice us. Mabel went up to
his chair from behind and gently put her hands
over his eyes, and asked if he could guess who it
was. He, of course, guessed all the fames he
could think of except the right one.

“ Papa,” said Mabel, at last, restoring to him
once more the use of his eyes, “ Jamie and | have
something we want to tell you.”

“ And what is it, my dear?” asked the professor,
turning round on his chair, and staring at us as if
he expected something extfaordinary.

“ 1 don’t want to say it aloud,” said Mabel. “ 1
want to whisper it ”

“ And I, too,” echoecl I.

the beautiful, the blessed

“ Butwhat would
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And so we both put our mouths, one on each
side, to the professor’s ears and whispered.

“ But,” exclaimed the oid man, as soon as he
could recover his breath, “ you must bear in mind
that life is not a play,— that— that life is not what
it seems 7

“ No, but Mabel is,” said I.
“Is,—iswhat?”

“ W hat she seems,” cried |I.
And then we both laughed;
kissed Mabel, shook my hand,

laughed.

and the profe»,
and at last;

ANOTHER DAYLIGHT BURGLARY.

THE OLD-TIME MINSTRELS.

By E. B. M.

The English harpers, or minstrels, were the
successors of England’s first musicians, the Druid
bards. Not only in England, but throughout all
Europe, and especially in Denmark, the sacred
scalds (or bards) first, and afterward the harpers,
were persons of the greatest consequence. They
were constantly sought to attend at the palaces of
kings, where, to the accompaniment of their rude
liarps, they recounted for royal ears the praises of
kingly ancestors, or sang the stirring national an-
thems, which should inspire to deeds of future
greatness. In return, they were loaded with the

richest honors and rewards, their vocation was at
sidered divine, and in times of war they wereux
molested, though traveling freely to and frobetwea
the encampments of hostile armies.

Alfred the Great (and he was not the onlyae
who tried the experiment) found, as you know,o
the disguise of a harper, admittance to the ap
of his enemies, the Danés, and obtained theretk
necessary knowledge to regain the lost throne.

On the opposite page is a picture of one oftk
primitive harpers, giving some idea of the shaperf
the instrument used by the musirian of the tines
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searly as the tenth century we read of minstrels
thecontinent of Europe, who traveled in bands
ompanies, glad to offer their united powers of
nsement to any who would give them audience.
Anglo-Saxon minstrels, who come into promi-
tnotice soon after, were called in the early ages
minstrelsy by two names”* scop,” meaning a
ker and “ gligman ” or “ gleeman,” which in-
‘es all professional performers for public enter-
ment. For, to the serious vein of their ances-
these wandering musicians had added a cornic
of their own, and with the singing of ancient
ic poems they rendered also the ballads and
-nces of the day, accompanied by exhibi-
sof their skill as dancers, joculators or jesters,
jugglers. These obtained admission every-

Vhen we remember how few were the occupa-
s of our Anglo-Saxon forefathers, we can im-
ne with what satisfaction a cheerful party of
sons, possessing such numerous powers of diver-
,would be received at the castle gate or the
y-side inn. They frequented mostly the homes
the great, howcvcr; and though the ancient
er,singing only the religious or patriotic songs
his race, was held in very different esteem from
modern gleemen, who cared more for supper
n song, yet their society was as eagerly sought
' rewarded. In addition to their merry-making
ractions, the minstrels served also the purpose
a newspaper, carrying items of news from one
tion of country to another, along with the last
tale, all of which they offered their patrons for
onsideration.

hey figured prominently also in political jn-
es, so that, during the middle ages, the dis-
ieofaminstrel was frequently assumed to enable
peded or obnoxious parties to pass through diffi-
ties safcly and unchallenged. Some of the class
re more respectable than others, however, and
‘oted themselves solely to the exercise of their
fession.

enews of an approaching festival was sure to
ngto the castle gates a large gathering of the
nstrels. Numbers were no bar to admission, and,
ring successive days of feasting and pleasure,
se adroit performers would suit their entertain-
ntto the mood of their hearers. Were the com-
nyjna quiet humor, they sang the oid ballads
chivalry. If gay, as they lingered over the
">ng bowl, they chanted satirical poems or love-
nances, or exhibited their mountebank shows
d powers of jugglery; and at last, presented
u appeals for compensation, sometimes in ways
twere neither dignified fior delicate.

none case, we are told, a minstrel interrupts
story, probably at the most telling point, to

OLD-TIME

MINSTRELS. 215

inform his hearers, that “ whoever wishes to hear
any more of this poem must make liaste to open
his purse, for it is now fiigh time that he give me
something.” Another makes a still more peremp-
tory demand. “ Take notice,” he says, “ as God
may give me health, | will immediately put a stop
to my song, and | at once excommunicate all those
who shall not visit their purses in order to give me
something to my wife.” The poor fellow had some
excuse, however, as his poem had already reached
over five thousand lines without bringing any re-
sponse from his audience.

But money was not the only reward sought or
won by these wandering musicians. The village
fairs, no less than baronial halls, were cnlivened by
their presence. The first Earl of Chester decreed
that all minstrels who should come to Chester fair
were secure from arrest for theft or any other mis-
demeanor, except the crime were committed during
the fair. Years afterward, the privileges proved of
great advantage to one of the noble lord’s succes-
sors, for, besieged by the Welsh in his castle of
Rothelan, the constable of Chester gathered the
minstrels, and, “ by the allurement of their music,
got together a great crowd of such loose people as
by reason of privilege were then in that city, whom
he sent forthwith to the earl’s relief. The Welsh,
alarmed at the approach of this rabble, suppos-
ing them to be a regular body of armed and dis-
ciplined veterans, instantly raised the siege and
retired.”

Many of the minstrels were retained in the con-
stant Service of kings and nobles, receiving salaries,
and even houses and lands, from their royal patrons.

A PRIMITIVE HARPER.

They were not only required to perform at public
festivals, as we have seen, but during disagreeable
operations, which kings as well as common people
are sometimes obliged to endure. History tells us
that Edward 1., who was the special patron of the
profession, was at one time very ill and obliged to
be bled. In order to soothe his majesty while
undergoing the operation, his surgeon, Sir John
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THE OLD-TIME MINSTRELS.

Maltravers, summoned his chief minstrel, who exe-
cuted some of his choiccst diversions on the painful
occasion.

Among the instruments used by the minstrels,
the harp, or, as it was called in the oid Saxon, the
“ gléc-beam” (or glee-wood), stood first in their
regard. In addition, the trumpet, the pipe (or
ilute), the viol (or fiddle), the liorn, the drum (or
tabor), the cymbals, hand-bells, and a portable
organ, known as the dulcimer, were all used in the
middle ages. The troubadours of Europe, how-
ever, were devoted exclusively to the viol.

On this page is a picture of a minstrel of the
fourteenth century, playing upon a tabor, an in-

ANGLO-SAXON MINSTRELS AND JUGGLERS.

strument much in favor with the lower orders of
society.

The dulcimer, or organ, was much in use, if we
may judge from its frequent introduction into pict-
ures.

The bagpipe was an instrument mostly used by
shepherds and rustic musicians, who, in common
with other classes of society during the fourteenth
and fifteenth centuries, were given to the cultiva-
tion of music. In addition to the bagpipe, they
played upon the pipe and horn ; and so late as the
reign of Queen Mary, in 1553, they officiated at

village weddings and mcrry-makings, and "c, |
sometimes excited the jealousy of the profesa,
the joyous Science.”

In the effort to raise minstrelsy to a more respe-1
able position, the minstrels of a better class fomJ
themselves into societies or guilds, governed'
laws of their own, and open only
to the admission of those who by
special qualification were fitted
to join the company. The most
noted of these guilds was the
ancient fraternity of the minstrels
of Beverley, in Yorkshire. Their
officers were an alderman and
two stewards, and a copy of their
regulations is still preserved.

One of these requires, “ That they should ral
take any new brother except he be minstrel tosomif
man of honor or worship, or wait of some tonl
corporate, or other ancient town, or clse of sudl
knowledge or honesty as shall be thought laudail
and pleasant to the hearers there.”

Another of their by-laws declares, “ Thati|
mylner, shephcrd, or of other occupation, or htl
bandman or husbandman’s servant, playing upol
pipe or other instrument, shall follow any weddind
or other thing that pertaineth to the said sciencj
except in his own parish.”

In the time of Heriry V1., at the building of th|
church of St. Mary’s in Beverley, these minstél
gave one of its pillare, with
the dcsign, as shown on the
opposite page, sculptured
upon it.

But despite the endeavors
of such fraternities as these,
minstrelsy, degraded by the
immoral lives of many of its
professors, was, like the state
of society in which it flour-
ished, becoming an institu-
tion of the past. In the lat-
ter part of the fifteenth cen-
tury, minstrels were styled
as “ ribalds,” *“ heretics,”
and were considercd a “ dis-
graceful” sort of people;
while a little later, they
were proscribed by an Act
of Parliament as *“ vaga-
bonds and rogues.” Yet THE DULCIMER.
even at the beginning of -
the last century there were many people ofradl
who retained minstrels in their rctinue, emplo;M|
in duties connected with their oid profession.

In Sir Walter Scott's “ Lay of the Last llu-
stre!,” the date of the story being about the:

THE TABOR.
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| the sixteenth century, we have a picture of the

jrdom condition of the once jovial gleeman :

“The way was long, the wind was coid,
The minstrel was infirm and oid;
His withered cheek and tresses gray
Seemed to have known a better day

| BAND OF MINSTRELS WITH DULCIMER, BACPIPE AND VIOL

The harp, his solé remaining joy,

W as carried by an orphan boy.

The last of all the bards was he

Who sung of Bordcr chivalry,—

For well-a-day their date was fled,

His tuneful brethren all were dead;
And he, neglected and opprcsscd,
Wishcd to be with them and at rest.
No more on prancing palfrcy borne,
He caroled, light as lark at morn;

No longer, courted and carcsscd,

High placed in hall* a welcome guest.
He poured to lord and lady gay

The 1lllpremeditated lay.

Oid times were changed, ofid manners gone,
A stranger filled the Stuart's throne.
The bigots of the iron time

Had called his harmless art a crime.

A wandering harper, scorncd and poor,
He begged his bread from door to door;
And tuned to please a peasant’'s car,
A harp a king had loved to hear.”

The minstrel, seeing no humbler resting-place at
hand, paused sadly at a castle gate. But a kind
reception awaited him.

“ The duchess marked his weary pace,
His timid mien, and reverend face,
And bade her page the menials tell
That they should tend the oid man well.”

So kindly was the aged minstrel cared for, and
so interested were the duchess and her ladies in his
lay, that after singing again and again the songs
of the olden time, we see him once more.

Hushed is the harp, the minstrel gone—
And did he wander forth alone ?

Alone, in indigence and age,

To linger out his pilgrimage?

No— ciése beneath proud Newark's tower.
Ardse the minstrcl's lowly bower,

A simple hut; but there was seen

The little garden hedged with green,
The cheerful hearth, and latticc clean.
There, sheltcred wanderers, by the blazc,
Oft heard the tale of other days;

For much he loved to ope his door,

And give the aid he begged before.”

The troubadours, whom we have mentioned, be-
longed to the highest order of minstrels. They
were a school of poets who flourished in the south
of France and north of Italy, from the eleventh to
the latter end of the thirteenth century. They
were principally of noble birth, numbering kings
and warriors within their ranks, who cultivated the
arts of poetry and music; their compositions, for
the most part, being love romances and ballads.
Some of them also wrote books on the art of versi-
fying and the principies of poetry. But, like the
minstrel, the troubadour in time disappeared.

FIGURES SCULPTURED ON A CHURCH PILLAR.
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MARIE'S NEW

MARIE'S NEW

YEAR's DAY.

YEAR'S DAY.

By G. W. B.

MARIE, a sweet-faced French girl, was our chil-
dren’s nurse. Her father, an Austrian, had, when
a young man, left his native village and traveled to
a little town in France. Here he married, and his
wanderings ceased. Years rolled on, time wrought

Performing her sliglit household dutics, 4
chantcd gay little airs of her native land, inas»»
voice that made the canary wild with rivalry, »1;,
everywhere her presence was like sunshine.

Winter passed,— the sunny days of spring,—J

*SHE WAS DEUGHTED WHEN THE GARDENER AILOWED HER TO ASSIST HIM."

its changes, and at last his eldest daughter carne
to this country. She had been but a few days in
New York when we engaged her, and she had
but few acquaintances, but her modest appear-
ance, her bright cheerful face, were sufficiently
good recommendations, and she was soon trans-
ferred to our home. Immediately she won a warm
place in the affections of the children, so that to
listen to French stories, or to chat in French with
Marie, was to them no task.

when the heats of summer carne we left theas
How happy was Marie in our country home! Te
squirrel and the robin were not more gay thanA
and the honey-bec not more industrious. She«@
delighted when the gardener allowed hertoasa
him ; but, working or playing, she was akq?
happy. Under the tall pines, and beneath th
beeches, her rippling laughter echoed, while
chattering jay-birds ceased their scoldings tofos®
to its music.
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MARIE’s

But there carne a sad day for our poor Franfaise.
the performance of some duty, she went into the
ndry, her light dress carne in contact with the

c—ashriek, a sudden bound, and she stood upon
breezy lawn, enveloped in flames. With des-

ration she tore away the blazing fabric; help
licarne, but not to save her from dreadful injury.

er face was not harmed, but her arms were shock-
ly burned.

Her first utterance was: ‘* Oh, Madame B./

adameB. ! je ne pourrais plusjamais,jamais

-MUler!”

Kind nursing and tender care were not wanting;

e best medical skill was employed; but to save

rlife it was decided that her right arm must be

«en off near the shoulder. Through all her dis-

ss and pain the poor girl bore herselfwith forti-

‘c that awoke the admiration of all who saw her.
e amputation took place at the hospital, arid it
only during the Christmas week that she carne

ck to us— pale and worn, her merry smiles all

anged into a look of anxiety.

During herabsence it had been suggested that a
le fund be got together for her benetit. Kind
rts who heard her sad story gave freely, and

foreNew Year’s Day there wasa nice sum in hand
her benefit. The glad morning, and the usual
lepresentsofthe happy day had been exchangcd.

arie received many little souvenirs, had given the
ildren some simple tokens of her love and grati-

‘e, and was quite cheerful. About the house,

«ever, there was an air of mystery.

After the holiday dinner, many children of the
ighborhood, whom Marte knew, carne dropping
all with some kind word'for her, until twenty or
rty were assembled, and playing merry ganres.
rie, with her black dress, white apron, and
ite bonnet, with its single rose, moved around
ong them interesting herself in their play, until
ce more the color faintly showed itself in her
le cheeks.

Suddenly, there appears from an adjoining room,
elephant (improvised— two boys and a shawi)
ring with its trunk a white envelope, and this
hantsaid: “ Marie Schalner! oh estelle?"
oing to where she stood, the envelope was held
110 (he astonished girl, and she saw the inscrip-
n: “ Pour Marie / 300 freines."

NEW vEAR's

DAV.

Five hundred franes 1 Who can picture her
surprise, the clapping of hands, and the joy of the
children as they crowdcd around her while the ele-
phant disappeared in rather a disordered condition.

Quiet carne, the plays went on, when Marie was
asked to run upstairs and bring a little box. She
tripped away and brought it. It was opened.
“ Quelgue chosepour vous, Mariel" and, behold,
another envelope with “ 500franes ! Pour l'amour
de JesUs.” Again, laughter and joy and clapping
of hands, when appears upon the scene a little oid

lady, with antique dress, who demands Marie
Schalner, for she has again 500 franes, with the
motto : “ Dien vousgardera toujours." The poor
girl is silent. She cannot express her feelings.
She is asked to pass a paper from the piano. Be-
neath it is another envelope : “ Pour Marie/ 300
franes! Nous vous aimons beaucoup!" Tears,

unbidden, will come to her eyes. She brushes
them away bravely, for she had shed none in all
her great distress. Now comes the boy— her favor-
site— with knapsack, his uncle’s war-worn epaulets
and sword : “ Je suis soldat de la France/ Oh est
Marie?" And once more: “ Pour Marie/ 300
franes. Le Bou Dieu vous n'oublierjamais /"

The rush ofjoy, the strain, was too great,— from
sheer happiness she burst into tears. Mrs. B. could
wait no longer. Running to their depository, she
seized the remaining packages, and placed them all
in the lap of the trembling girl.

“ Here, Marie! The good God has not forgot-
ten you. Here arefive thousandfranes! all yours,
and with them you have the kind love and sympa-
thy ofall who know you !”

Laughter and tears,— how closely they are allied!
and how they mingled on that happy day !

Again the holiday games went on, again song
and story, till the shadows fell, ending the beautiful
New Year's Day.

Now Marie has resumed her wonted place. She
has become quite skillful in the use of her artificial
arm, with her left hand writes long letters home,
and uses her needle deftly. Shearranges her simple
toilet jauntily, ties her tasty neck-ribbons without
assistance, does a thousand things that would seem
impossible, and again the house is musical with her
merry songs, which the canary in vain attempts to
rival.
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JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

A Happy New Year to you, my chicks! and
a good New Year too. |If 1 were a French Jack-
in-the-Pulpit, you should have a fine New Year's
card from me,—a card covered with all sorts of
hearty, loving messages and good wishes. The
birds tell me how in that sunny land friends send
pretty New Year’s cards to oné another,— picture-
cards, showing the sender in the act of trundling a
wheelbarrow, or carrying a basket, or leading a
pony ; anything, so that itcan be laden with tablcts
and bundies, each indorsed with a loving thought
or wish. Sometimes he is shown tugging along
with great difficulty an enormous sack of money,
labeled 900,000,000,000,000,000 francs ! This is to
give a faint idea of the sum he should like to bring
to his friend, if he could get it. Nowadays, the
French photographers can take one’s likeness in
this way, so that the funny card really represents
the sender himself.

Now, I should like that. So far, only the birds
know your Jack’s face, exactly; but a French
photographer might be able to show me as I really
am, and in the very act of trundling up to your
doors $973%43°,240,327,800,432.00,~ !

Would not that be fine ?

STRANGE SCENT BAGS.

Some of the children in the red school-house
made pretty scent-bags for the dear Little School-
ma’am last Christmas, from directions given in St.
Nicholas, | believe; and these led her to tell
them how, in oid English times, it was quite fash-
ionable to use nutmegs as a perfume. Yes, a nut-
meg, set in silver and decorated with pearls and
precious stones, often was hung from a lady’s belt,
like a modern scent-bottle.

Another curious scent-bag of those oid days
was an entire orange-skin, filled with a sponge

saturated with vinegar and spices. It was usodi 1
prevent infection, and was hung to the <nrdlefll
carried in the hands of fashionable people. Til-I
was the beginning of vinaigrettcs. After awhikP
oranges were discarded, and little jars or casesQl
silver, with holes in the top, were used in >L|
stead. “m
FEED THE BIRDS.

Here is a letter from a kind-hearted lady whosj
example is well worth following. Take a hirl
from it, my human birdies 1 Notice, too, howthe|
feathered creatures, in their turn, cared for thé|
poor little prisoner:

Diiak Jack : Severalyearsago, we lived at a very beautifuld - |
about four miles from Washington, near Fort Bunker Hill T~1
house was built on the only Icvcl piece ufground 011 the- place- ¢ J
was a slopmg tcrrace to our kitchen «arden, down which
the children dehghted to coast, and from which in sumiré, v i
gathered fine strawbcmes. The winier of'66 was ofunusual se»j-I
forourdimate, and for sixweekswe had verv good slcighine Dui-I
this time the birds suficred greatly. As soon as we discovettdt-|
trouble, the children and | filled a large waiter with Irad-cambl
and seed, and putiton the roofofourporch. Aftera lone timer.-|
birds flew to the waiter and timidly Usted the sced Then thevpl
their heads togetherand flew off. In about ten minutes theyreiarfil
with thirty birds, who ate greedily. Then there was a consultar!
betwecn two, and a brown bird was sent off He returned, bin>i" |
two birds with him, one ofwhich was set in a comer and watchedhl
the brown bird while liis companion ate until satisfied. Hetié|
escorted the prisoner to the waiter, and permitted him to tasteofdel
good_ things. For several moriiings this was rcpealed, and wcb
convinced that the solitary bird was a prisoner under some scim
of punishment, which seemed to last a week, during which timen!
bird approached him but his guard. The children fed the birdsil
wintcr; the hungry little creatures finally carne by hundred?, anda
lessen the expense we mixed com-meal and oats with ilicsecd,»:,
so kept our bird-table constantly sprcad till mild wcatherseta-

Yours tnily, R aymonk. |

FIVE "THATS.”

Dear Jack: | hcard our school-teacher say that fivc“ thats|
could be used in succession in a single scntence. She did n't con5>irl|
it elegant English, by any means, but said there was no mieingra:-!
mar to forbid the use of them, ifany one chose to adopt suchasriP
of talkmg or writing. Hereis a specimen of “ that-iness:"

“Janesaid that that‘that'that thatboy wrote was a conjunctkc'l

Now, Jack, how would your st. Nicholas children parse ;uf
" that" scxltcnce ?— Yours affectionately, M.

AN ESQUIMAUX HOUSE, OR HUT.

One would think that, coid and drcadfulast
Arctic regions are known to be, the inhabilai.
would need every comfort that could be inmegiied
in the way of a house. But no. The first tliit
the Esquimaux does in his home-buikling is»
clear away the snow and ice from a spot of giorg
of the right size for his house. This he makes2
smooth as he can, leaving one end a little
than the other. The higher end is to senea
parlor and bed-room ; the lower as work-shopa
kitchen. Around this cleared spot of earth Ha
of hard frozen snow are laid in such a fashion tL
they form a low round roof, resembling in gt
the half of a hollow ball. By way of a windoJ
a small square of rather thin and clear ice issT
into the wall.

On the side of the house least exposed to wn(
isa long and very low passage-way leading tot
open air. This passage is so low that the inmesi
of the house have to crawl through it on thf
hands and knees. The door is only a loose bis
of snow.

These huts do not appear to be very chamiirl
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JACK-IN-THE-PUI

Jsidences, but there are two good things about
|lem. One is, that the high winds of that desoiate
jfgion cannot possibly blow a hut over, though they
laybury it in snow; the other good thing is that
Toone hut can be lived in longer than a season.
lhe poor Esquimaux are, unfortunately, a very
mty people, and if they lived ever so long in one
tuse they would never clean it. But the snow-
Lse finally cleans itself jn the most thorough
lamer, for as soon as the warm days of summer
line it melts away, and its-inmates must set about
jiilding a seal-skin tent that will shelter them till
Inter comes again.

SKIPPING-ROPES IN GLASGOW.

1 " Glasgow, Novembcr, 1876.
[Dear JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT: | am spending the autumn in Scot-
ad with mv mother, and | often see a queer thing in the streets of
asgow. It « the way the girls jump the ropc. They use two
img.ropes Two girls tum the pair of ropes, each Holding two
inone hand, and anothergirl stands between them and jumps.

THE GLASGOW STYLE.

EK..U1 no Ola Washington and

w
feluiie hatchetin the Young Contnbutor part ofSt. Nicholas, but
meabove picture will show you how the girls do ir

1. 80 VCT, said,

e®sy . whendthsy dja it, that one day |
y

] u
iPooh! Ict me try. Ana they

K's son or play, howcver, js only fit forgirls.-Your affecionatc
George Henry Wirt.

WHAT MADE THEM SO?

1IMUST say it! Human beings, considering how

Biented they are, are very foolish. Ifnot, why do
|ey"iake other living things afraid of them in-
| 1 ‘eachmg love and confidence by their own
jpmple? Almost all animalswho see men for the
p lime approach them without fear. | am told
, mtelligent birds, that when the naturalist, Dar-

Iwwilll e GalaPaS°s Islands, he there found
L never seen men’ and thc)’ were_so
mthat 'he shoved some o? them gently off a

ranch with the muzz]e of hjs gun, while others

retourink from a pitcher he held in his hand.
I only because, for generations, beasts and birds
i™ a 1° 0 deceived and cruelly treated by
Inenfti they have Recome suspicious of them.

f Rifi, rSe days>when this beeomes a country
prd-clefenders, we shall see a change for thc

ti' Pealbirds may then poise themselves fear-
| " boj's and girls’ hands; and never again

Inp sinrL be seen °f a poor, stiffened
luck on a hat crown as an ornament.

PIT.

A FERN THAT LOOKS LIKE A LAMB.

in China there grows a fern which bears a curi-
°us likeness to a lamb. This likeness causes En-
glish-speaking people who have seen it. to cali it
the Tartanan or Scythian lamb fern. It js covered
with a dense, soft, vegetable wool, ofa vellow color.
Its mam stem, covered with the wool, lies flat, a
short distance above the ground, and other liang-
tng stems, look like little legs supporting it.

BISMARCK'S DOG.

T he celebrated Prince Bismarck, | am told, has
a wonderful dog— a large lean fellow, as black as a
raven’s wing, faithful and devoted as it is possible
for even a dog to be. He is inseparable from his
dark-browed master, following him everyvvhere,
without taking his eyes from him.

According to my informant, when the Prince
is called to the Emperor’'s presence, the dog
recognizes the helmet which he wears (instead
oi his mihtary cap), and then he does not follow
him. He knows also that he must not accompany
his master to the Reichstag (the German parlia-
ment), whither the Prince ordinarily goes on foot.
The dog follows him to the gate of the park, and
then his master turns, and, raising his blue cap
trimmed with saffron-colored galoon, says brieflv
esReichstag!” The dog understands; he lowers
his head, droops his tail, and returns sadly to the
house.

THE BIGGEST FLOWER?

i? a letter from a bright Princeton boy.
The little fellow tclls the simple truth ofthe Rafflesia,
but still your Jack stands up for the Victoria Regia.
It has beauty and grace, and so is entitled to rank
withjiowersj but as this big vegetable something
has neither, it ought to be ruled out. What say
you, my chicks ?

1,1 thelJu,y numberof ihe St. Nicholas, in speak-

ff the «o6rlae Jc,0lna Res;a’'yun sccm to consider il ihe giant flower

L 1 arbwiJ:o0"P-ht. so 100 thc ol,lcr day. when,
™ mbo | cf ci Tie Universe,” by Mr. Pouchct, I found 1|
rhSrih~fn- and that there was a larger one. The bestway to
describe itis to quote hisown words:

Butthe flower o fthe Rafflesia Amoldi, a perfect monster ofvcge-
Icaves all these far behind. It is found in the forests ofjifva
wHi-It fl ?2uUlj’es and gigamic proporlions separate it so
eléi h~ er er?th’"g known, that in spitc ofthe assertions of trav-
clers, botantsts-refused to believe, and persisted in looking upon the
colossus as a fe.id fungas The discussion did not cease~iTone o'

own

dhspated afl 5°PE}C“‘Eacﬂ fllower wdas foungc?oht}/e comrposed ora

ttye to Sfteen P°unds- IS borger, the

tatmn

Circuitor wnicli was not

"M idi» arcpuisive, carnon-likc smell, and that

itv  VonColcSr° StratiSLimw7Ifb-f°" “ a,,d makeS iCalmOSt a divin-
hf Of 1 V,C, R h th

arge 2ezlghlfeef) JBat Jheere are saomec«liaarecraons:sC Vet e T RET wiaht

loT ™ Tfs" f Wc Wi,Schia has tio leaves nifie or tcffce
lareer ie W ~ S°*?r- Thf le-"v,:s are sometimos much
But I'fmTr t on?W 1 iy L°ng- 11 «r°wsin South-west Africa,

m wnt,ng 100 mnch, so good-byc, dearJack .-l remain,

vours IS lv
n A. G. Casiekon.

A DOLL FOR A SIGN.

If you were in England, and saw a black doli
hung up as a sign, what would you expect to find ?
Toys? Notabitofit. You 'd find a “ rag shop 17
What an insult to the dolls! What shall we do
about it? And they cali ita “ dolly shop,” too !
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FOR VERY LITTLE FOLKS.

THE FROGS’ PICNIC.

There were once five little frogs who had a holiday. They all agreed
that it would be great fun to go on a picnic, and so their mothers told

them that they might go, if they would be careful and not get their
dry. You know that when a frog is right well, his feet always feel o

and damp. If you ever catch a well frog you can feel his feet, and
if this is not so.

So off these five frogs started, all in high glee, and bound to
a merry day of it. They soon reached a small woods with a
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FOR VERY LITTLE FOLKS. 223

em running through it, and there they agreed to have their picnic,
eyhid their dinners, which they had brought with them, behind a small
$i and then they began to p_IaY games. They played a good many
Iy nice games, suitable for little frogs, and enjoyed themselves very
ol jumping about in the damp grass and among the wet leaves in the
0ds; fodr it was yet quite early In the day, and the dew was still on

e ground.

But after a while the sun rose higher, and the day became warmer,
dthen these little frogs did not care so much for jumping and hopping
uton dry land. So they all sat down to rest near the edge of the
eam

Very soon the smallest frog said he was warm and dry, and he jumped

fo the water to take a swim.

"Come on in!” he called out to the others.  “It’s splendicl! I did
t know how uncomfortable it was out there.”

“Oh, ho!" said the oldest frog, “we'e not going in the water. We
do that any day. Don't you know this is a picnic ?”

"Yes, | know it is, and that’s the reason | want to have all the fun

@ You had better come in before your feet get dry, and you make
rselves sick.” o .

The other froqbs thought that this little fellow was very silly. One of

emturned her back on him and would not have a word to say to him.
esecond largest frog grinned at him until his mouth stretched out nearly
wide as his body, and said

“You must be a simpleton ! Going in to swim when we are out on
picnic, and want to have a good time doing things that we dont do
ey day. You might as well have staid at home.”

But the little frog did not mind what the others said. He just swam
Ut and enjotyed himself. . N _

The other frogs thought that this was very ridiculous and improper,
tas they looked at him he seemed so comfortable in the clear, cool
ean, that they almost wished it was yesterday or to-morrow, or some
ywhich was not a picnic-day, so that they might go in too.

Sometimes the little frog came out and wanted to play. But they did
t care about pIaymg, and as the day wore on they hegan to feel so
ly that they agreed to consider that the picnic was over.

The minute this was settled the five frogs sprang altogether into the
and came down splash/ into the water.

Oh how delightful and cool it was!
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~ “No more picnics for me!™ cried the widest-mouthed fellow. “Ig0
in for enjoying myself.”

“Well,” said the little frog, “ 1 don’t see why we cant have a paic
without thinking that we must do something uncommon all the time. 1
think that frogs can often have lots more fun doing the thln%s that tey
do devter){ day, than when they try to do something that they are it
used to.

That was a very wise little frog.

BROKEN TOYS.

A vicere gin, Just four years oid,
Had many a pretty toy,

And did not try to keep them nice,
But only to destroy.

Her mother’s scissors she would get
And clip the things she found,
Till cloth and pictures on the floor,

Cut into bits, lay round.

Her familﬁ of dolls, alas!
When they were put to bed,
This one had lost a leg or arm,
And that would have no head.

One day, a darling doli carne home,
The prettiest in the world,

Its eyes so blue, its cheeks so red,
Its fair locks neatly curled.
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But in one week how sad a wreck,
For all its cost and care !

Its legs and arms and nose were gone,
And its poor head was bare.

THE SHELF OF BRKK TOYS

Then her papa hung up a shelf,
And placed there in a row

Her broken toys, and, oh ! they made
A very ugly show.

But when the mischiefs she had done
This little girl had seen,

Oh, then she cried and said: “Mamma,
How naughty | have been!”

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



220

MOTHER

GOOSE OPERETTA.
I

MOTHER GOOSE OPERETTA.

founded «pon

(In Three Sc.es,

Characters AND CoSTL'MES.

Ofboysand girlsas peasants-with brigh. skirts,

,J 'VE -Tte W

fai die n T S I?lgh’Crow“ d muslin caPs. or ony picturesque costemos

inn I n ? knf-br“ ch® wllb broad suspenders, and white shirts
ys

(no coats), straw hats with bnght ribbons, for the bo

SUi.lo f sam

hn W RBERKT haS y Ic 35 the other peasants, over which
he has a short coat tnmmcd w d.

| h yellow brai

wTJht rH|] T E als’,haS 3 C°at’ much plainer than Herbert's; he
b CUF,ybair' and wcars ‘urge tin, or silver-paper, buckles at
Kknces. In Scene I11. he wcars a sailor's suit

pink bodiCe’ biSb *
M r7y € VCred baSkctSl "'hich (if in season>" w»

have rin s f
dere of thafia "VS ™m ,hcm and falling ovcr ,he shuu]-
C T any °f whom carry them on their heads. One

table, three chatre, and one spinning-wheel will be needed. If the
he singing may be performed by concealed per-

hi

Ab n'n P with many ribbons.

actors cannot stng, .

SCENE |I.

s|ow v e arC, hCard 1"
H oul
and

gng ey ‘enter, march the alL"'oluS (fandcf OT|
g, to the tune of “ Dearest May:”

"AV L'h° plca,ST t twihght, the sun is setting slow,

*11 B
EABAG" Yo 1 "ing Wodatlys gy with merry step we go.
With hcarts so light and gay,
In merry row, we homeward go
lo rest at elose of day. "

After singing, they slowly march out, and the music slowly dies

“ _ 4 ife o~
fo rward and SUS “ the tune of “ Lightly row "
or any other that may be suited to the words:

vereation com
p
Yankce Doodle,

“ Dearest, will you marry me].

Bobby.
For yon know how 1 love iKeel
-tell me, darling, will you be
The wife of Bobby Shaftoc?”
Mane. «'Robcrt, pray don't make me say
W hat | ve told you twice to-day -
Ect us true friends always stay—
No more, Bobby Shaftoc!”
Bobby. - If you will not marry inc,
I will go away to sea,
And you never more shall be
Aught to Bobby Shaftoe 1"
‘Marte. .pear Bobby, you will never go,

hor you ve often told me so!
You will not go far, I know!
Good-byc, Bobby Shaftoel’

43 II‘ ng(‘f'urhg H?rX K; k‘ grows anxlous 'BHB?NS‘QRE W&'y m\}&ﬁ

H~erts' »~ £ ‘Uh% and 8°CS " ,bc °Pl»si.e dlrec.ion
Marie as jf~ie had b c2tlontn * 1» * Bobby mn, and follows
Scencl listen,ng to the convcreation. End of

Scene Il

“j” ' cn,erf very sadlyi S°“ 10 rhc rabie at left, takes up knitting-

F*‘hs roum begms lorsn;fJna]‘Dacn"dlg dra"s spinning-wheel to the rlgh(

“ Jo!l i? swect when hearts are light,
Sunshnie follows darkesl night;
Always when the heart is right,

Trouble will not linger.”

the Story of -Bobby Sha/toe.")

Bartlett.

Pcasantgirl entere in great haste, and sings :

“ Marie, have you heard the news?
Our dear fnend has had the bines,
And has saxled upon a cruise__
Our dear Bobby Shaftoc!”
M arie risesin confusiéon, upsets the wheel, and sings;
“ Bobby Shaftoc gone to seal
And no message left for me ?
Oh, it cannot, cannot be !
Dearest Bobby Shaftoe1”

leaning her head on the shoulder of her fri~,a o

She enes,
end’ lal *t |

two girls sing in duet;

Bobby Shaftoe's gone to sea,

Bup he!rlqI comeot! "'!§ m‘iﬁ m.SM‘é*e

End of Scene I1. Pretty Bobby Shaftoc!”

Scene Il

Herber, entere and Ieah’g}m_f\airv

* *
erij(>c)'r,l

work.
“ Marie, why so coid to me?
I,Y fs c'’cr truc to thee.
Bobby Shaftoe 's lost at sea;
Give up Bobby Shaftoc1”
Marte. “ No, he is not lost at seal
Fate cannot so cruel be
As to tcar away from me
My own Bobby Shaftoe I”
Herbert. “ Pray consent my wife to be!
Jjor 1 know he's lost at sea.
And you Il never, never be

Wife of Bobby Shaftoe!”

and”sings~very sadly: rcS'in8 n “ifr e

“ 1f he's dcad or lost at sea,
1 can never care for thee;

Eive or dead, | 'll faithful be,
And true to Bobby Shaftoc!”

him inIpTuT rus :ng i 35 ac m» o« o - 1

Bobby. FDarIing, I 've come back from sea,

I ve come back to marry thee,

know you're true to me—
True to Bobby Shaftoc!”

ror 1

Marie.
1 a,wa>s “ red for thee!
And now you have come from sea,
W e shall always happy be,
Dearest Bobby Shaftoc!”
aninTgl5eT and Shakc hands wilh Bobby. I“ fonaanrn
esTIliy " * nC'a"d afterdancinE, sing te the tune of“Decr. |

" ibeliweTnde h°n": °Ulicomrade. who wandered fnraway,

ERL?I)%S Bpf’\facpepy u’a{??lwﬁh"%ggngissohﬁsﬁ?'aqﬁ?ggy,
we joyous sing in merry ring,
U happy, happy day!"”

thc dija,°guc. the first singer sings onc half of the; |
1

ond the other concludes it.
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YOUNG CONTRIBUTORS' DEPARTMENT.

YOUNG CONTRIBUTORS'

A QUEER WAY OF WRITING.

I Awaydown in the south-castem comer of the Mediterranean C .,
| Egypt,a countryofabsorb.ng historie interest. Before the founda-
tos of the magmficcnt temples ofAthens were laid, Egvnt was in
tsmatunty ofgrandeur and prosperity; and while the site of what
kalium!»/ Rorncwas yet an uninhabited waste. the land of the
W >hswasalready in its oid age. Surrounded on every side hv
es,and mountams, and almost tmpassable deserts, it was by natura
riended from the approach of enemtes, and seemed jatended by
rondcnce for the abode o f a favored people W atered by a noble
Jver, which traversed its entire length from north to south i&

- ; , twas as
jrtileasa garden, though rain was

frmest @s unknown w.ithim its bor-
assnow is in the tropics. Every
its banks,

or, the river ovcrflowed
uid covered the surrounding coun-
ij-; andwhen the waters gradually
-bsided, they left upon the land the
h soli which the stream had borne
1 the table-lands of Abyssinia.
-JSEgypt became the great gran-
y of the world in ancicnt times.
jurcmemberthe story ofJacob and
$s»ns as recorded in the Bible,
jjereit issaid that when a famine
jevailcd in the land of Canaan, the
Btriarch heard that there was “ corn
1 Eg)-pt,” and sent down to get
ncofil And formany centuries
e Mediterranean was dotted with
sselscarning to other nations the
oduets of the valley of the Nilc.
p you see that in oid times, Egypt
s a place of great importance to
no-i all the known world, and you
I hnd the study of jts history, as
$ldby its momiments and their in-
inptions,nncofthe mostinteresting
B the records of the carth.
j-Butwhat | wish especially to cali
putaltennon to in relation to Egypt
Bone of US Systems of writing. |
«y one, oeeansc the Egyprians were
1 satished with lIcss than three;
e, the nieratic, used solely by the
csts; another, the aichoriat, or
«putar, used by the people gen-
rally: and the Airraglyf/uc. This
ora is denved from two Greek
rds, meaning mesacre:/" and "lo

srat; and lllerally means “ sacred

F u 8, n-r ?nests In old ames be-
thechicf, if not the only, writers

jtiscomnionly used, however, in the

oi picture-writing;" that is
p n ? IdI?s by pictures of ani-
' =or man,mate objeets. In jts

were

rooahy contente% EmséereH/a ,8 make

Picure of

'm . "ndn: * “»«
and a

I s *?uld "can a man,
(o} ti? “ mel 'vould mean a
frie ir Is™]y wcl. 50 f* as
ionrfl. , yOU- saw a «Presenta-
fcalLT "“n? biS slick nrn-
SmccS™ fJlaU,boy. you would
IrL uf/ I¥ 311151 «tended
Vid nrl nrS°"d lhat the b»y

f e w
10riIns,anco=>f*e boy in

te ,- -

f “ fposed case were the~on o fT

IhC Sysie\n was OP™ 1o

0" Eiaht

~'Fipmprovernent, and so the neXrXrix

iirfd-hc

iphabet-
tiarne of

« « means "hand,- so that . Twe I[iA T S S ~ ffS§
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DEPARTMENT.

mEREm .rcl k, "dTRERRMELR AR 0w i Rpfedhitsm, Or moolad)
resented b~anVobjem fo f~ ot'nam ;0flhealPbab« colild he rep.
Egyprians Sid yo, Ske mdfelybe”~L'h ha"~:JE ~

mibob respec, alone. sellaed nOnu K" ~

SometimS X y

i ¥ mhose namc 1l was

used to spcll. To jllustrote«

refercnce to their symbolic meanmgsT “ choosm8 them with

? «A-symbohcof sovcreignty.”

M. ifc would I X
E. An “ i isT E 'i' \CanVe °f '« mili,3r>"

“ courage P3rt °f °Ur nat,onal arms' a-d means
?* ~"'-em biem atic offrontal power, or “‘intcller,

: of'ihls éousnt® *yP'fy ‘hey°U,h' 3nd “ y« undevéloped powcr

AU S * ¢ W -°f the Egyprians— significan, of

A 1 he amaranth-x.ypicalof“ etemal life.”

lhus he would have drawn pictures ofthe following objeets:

Asp, symbolic of ... c, .
Mace, * - hoowed .
Eagle, . L MY -Bominion.
Ram, «Courage.

Infant, Intelligence.
Cake, Youth.
Amaranth Civilizaron

' Perpctuity.

wJd'-TmericV"0 Und™herdid,'hC~ * g °1* e <««» 5Ps" * |

with ritesymbols for J I T - " °G i Amenca would be written

tcachcr calling out, “ First rlass in c”™Ju; f*rj tl,"lag,nc the

fSkeef V- ¢ he Eftifof A Seh"!

sTowsVirtgSm V ~a si

ON THE CLOSING OF THE CENTENNIAL.
¢ m m m m
TwLWn X d°rh fe fSilnsf e »
Thy, d fig r r lOUs *5 ~ wondrous &irj *
Wei helTh 1-ﬂm1ﬁr§e§ana painted aMA Fareh
v — see
« an -aa égee
Italia! thy display has matchcd the very falrcst there-
fy
Ihy wondrous old colleetSons' ara woih a wSilh umoid
WA g

Them safdy hnded *00 'hy'shS"'"F ~ O Iraln
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THE LETTER-BOX.

Are wondrous fair. We give thee thanks for all that thou hast done.
And now, Germania, fare thee well, thou bright land of the sun !

Ye' nations all! accept our thanks God grant ve all may see
Long centuries of prosperous life and glorious liberty!

TOTTIE’S

Nor think America forgets your interest and your zeal*
She ofTcrs up most hcartfclt prayers for your good luck and »>' 1
Farewell to all! and Hcavcn grant that when we meet again 1
It may be still to sing that song of pcacc on earth to men!’

a. R.c. (aged 14),

CALENDAR.

(DraTvn by a Young Contributor.)

There are five fingere on each little hand;
Five jolly holidays all through the land.

There is May-day so sweet, jolly “ Fourth’ with its noise.

Thanksgiving and Christmas, for girls and for boys;
And New Year's so brimful of hopc and good cheer,-
Merry Christmas to all, and a Happy New Ycar! c.AL|

THE LETTER-BOX.

“The Minuet”— our frontispicce forthismonth—issuch abeauti-

ful picture, that our young readerswill all be glad to know something
about the artist. Itis copicd from a picture by John Evcrett Millais,
a celebrated English painter, bornin 1829, who became distinguished
cven in his boyhood. At the age of nine he gained a mcdal from the
Society of Art in his native town. At eleven, he entered the school
of the Royal Acadcmy, where, he took another
prize. In 1846, he exhibited his first picture at the Acadcmy, and

the next year, when only eighteen, he obtained the gold medal for

after three years,

the best oil painting. Since that time Mr. Millais has painted many
beautiful and famous pictures, and
“The Minuet”

is now one of the most noted of
London paintere. is among the most graceful and
pleasing of his works. He is one of the founders of the modem
Pre-Raphaclitc schoolofart.

he has employed partofhis time in illustrating books and magazines.

In addition to his labore with the brush,

Ship “ St. Mary's,” off Cape May, N.J., Oct. 17, 1876.

Dear St. Nicholas : It would have done the hcarts of the vast
army ofbird-defendere good to have seen our ship offthe New Jersey
coast Octobcr isth. The night before, while our watch was on deck,
a strong noriwcst gale set in, and shortened our visit to the Centen-
nial Exhibition by a number of days, foritdroveusout to sea, and
we are still some forty miles from land. The gale lasted for two days
and nights, being the heaviest the last night.

Our watch was on deck from midnight to four a. m., and as the
dawn drove ofF the mists and clouds, we saw that we were not the
only unfortunates blown to sea, for we could see birds on deck, in the
rigging, and even on the deck below. Some ofthe boys commenced
chasing them, bul the officer of the deck was a bird-defender at heart,

and forbade any interfering with the tired little fcllows, and thisn ¢ |
them lcss timid than usual, a fcw getting so bold as to llyon soirei|
the boys'shoulders, and allow thcnisclvecs to be caressed and handwi
One little fellow, called a Cape May warbler, 1 believe. discovesl
the source ofthe warmth he felt, and spenta good deal ofhistim!2|
the side of the pipe from the ship’'s galley, or cooking stove. Ril
following list will give you a faintidea of the number of birdsliu |
to sea in a storm and lost. Four warblers, two chippies, twotr:r|
blackbirtls, a wild pigeon, two wax-wings, two cat-birds, _tnosc)
woodpeckers, a robin, a goldcn-crcstcd wren, and a highl»»
eighteen in all, ofmy own countinj»;, and | do not know howell
I missid Onewas caught bv a high wave and drowncd, oneO-
in captivity, and another still lives; but the rest stuck to theshipa
equal to the task, when they leftus, the larger birds going fiist le*
morning we were honored by a passing view ofsix ofthe largéte
des we ever saw outside of a restaurant, swimming slowly oval*
greatwaves,and every now and then ctitting queer figures withu
white flippere in the air, as a cunning oid roller tumed them 001-
broad brown backs. . L.
“ All hands” have just been * piped to hammocks,” whichri=1
get and make your beds, and go to sleep as soon as possibie
mustelose this letter.

Oct. 19. ig/:c

Since the letter above was written, we got a pilot, sailed caMf

the beautiful DelawarceRiver, watching the laden transcamg

ﬁir living freight to Philadelphia, and are now anchored oil

y Philadelphia. n-uiria
Perhapssome ofthe St.Nichotas young folks would lilce»
the ship at Twenty-third Streetwharf, E. R., New York, next j

and we would be glad to have them '

wharf, is reached by the Twenty-third Street care (:
*hcrC IS nothin™ Bu* o timi A Knrlrm ~ fA M/l bvw

ick aboutthe lothofDcccmber.— Yours rcspkK m
w Rodvv r

come. n'u-

We will get

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



THE LETTER-BOX.

Geo. E. M.— It js impossiblc to answer, or cvcn notice, one-fifticth

ihe letters rcceived from our young correspondcnts, but wc en-

vor to give attention to those questions which appear to possess

greatest general interesL

Lvons, October 22, 1876.
EARL jttif. Schoolma’am: My brother was out hunting thc
relay; he shotsix ducks at one shot, and one of them had four
two of them were smaller than the others, and were right at the
ofitstail. Don’'tyou think thatwas pretty queer ! 1 will send
afew fcathers from its wings to putin your hat.
Lucy M. Everett.

HEdItOI’! I have been to see Santa Claus You see we
hcird si>much during this last year of panics and specie pay-
ts, failures and hard times, and everybody has looked so blue,
| feared a little for my oid friend's prospenty. 1 found him walk.
upand down his den talking to himselt after this wisc:

‘Togive, or notto give ?" that isthe question. W hcther better
tostiifcr the slings and arrows of neglectcd childhood, or to take
against a row of stockings and so with filling leave them. 1
rhave left them, and how can I'! Do | not hear my children
. “Now is the winter of our discontcnt made glorious Christmas

this good St. Nick, and all the clouds that lowered round the year

‘e deeprecessofa stocking buried!” Oh, thou departing spirit
76! thinkest thou becausc thou art impecunious there shall be no
dollsand drums ?

Should’st thou ask me whence these keepsakes,
Whence these presents and donations,

W ith the odors of the toy-shop,

With thc damp and dew of book-stores,
With the crunching of confections,

With the shout of happy voices,

Saying ever “ Mcrry Christmas1”

W ith their frequent repetitions,

And their sweet reverberations,—

I should answer, | should tell you,
From the baskets of the mothers,

From the nccdlcs of the sisters,

From the pockcts of thc Gneles,

From thc hands of aunts and cousins,
From thc shops ofjolly Dutchmen,
From thc stores of Yankee Doodle,—
Christmas shall be merry Christmas still.

I travel off across the land
Jletwecn thc dark and daylight,
I hurry up among the roofs
And slip beneath thc skylight.

I elamber out upon the eaves
And pass within thc dormers,

By twenty grates, a little store,
And all the chimney comecrs.

I steal by halls and parlor doors
With many a sweet reminder,

I dcck thc spreading Christmas-trccs
That grow for happy kitider

And so to all the children bring
My guesses good and elever,
For men may come and men may go,
I 'm Santa Ciaus forever. R.J.

PXO c-r V Fi, iste,rrc>France, night before Christmas, '75.
trv wirho'CIIOLAS-: jyou ,Passeda Christmas in a foreign
v, o- dear me?cs and ncphews, or brothers and sisters, to
y°ur pwn language, “ A Merry, Mcrry Christmas?”
1)ou cannot know how much joy may be expressed— may be
minumcatcd to another— by repeating those three words. You
tiJ h" zc,what J°y y°ur Christmas number, with its merry
g. hascamcd to hundreds who have rcceived it.
, "a ,,c.fca' iSje-day is the firstday of thc new year, and
L. U).e bottiie el heurcuse atinée"” seems coid and
-PDV\VvuV°USi°m£ .t0 our hearl> “ Merry Christmas” and
*ions'of » \t°ar’ * ily *?2 ultcr lhe Chnstmas grecting brings
mami Cr~ rchiefand 1 in my cap,”— of little
hv rhoS°® near * ch,mncy comer they cannot be over-
rnri.rguncri>us Santa Claus* 1 fancy 1 hear the prancing
s AhJ S in?pallent re»sndccr. | am tempted to draw the
tS chamber, and watch for “ thcjolly oid clf.”
‘anstnk!lrng — s,rc» a live,y faith-are necessary to enable us
jicome ti © 3 Vl«l !>Crc vom our fnend»for St. Nicholas does

i Ptthaiw U?"?'* FcrhaPs 11,s not coid enough for his tiny rcin-
P hissleigh would not glide on the steep, irregular slatc
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roofs, without snow. Would itwere possible to hear at Icast an echo
from over thc sea of the “ Merry Christmas to all, and to all a good-
night, * which will be repeated by a host of your young admircrs.
This wild and romantic Brittany would picase St. Nicholas, I am
sure; and then there are hosts of children, and tcmptinglv large
chimncys.

But thc French children have their Christmas also ; and they think
the xnfantJestis comes to them. Instcad of stockings, they place
shoes to receive their gifts.

I have seen to-day a new French baby, and a French baby is as
pretty as a French baby-doll— not a young lady doli. The babies
are so rollcd in flannel, and then folded about with muslin, as the
petdis of a rose are folded, that they resemble in form an Indian
papoosc, and they may be handlcd in the same way without thc
shghtest danger of injury. They all wear caps. W ith the peasant
class the caps are rctained until they give place to the coif.

Itis an amusing sight to see little girls of five or six years of age
trudging along the country roads with their mothers,— an exactcopy
in miniature,— with long dresses, coifs, and kerchiefs folded across the
breast. 1 he wooden shoes orsabots, which move up and down at
each step, do notseem to impede theirprogress orengross their atten-
tion. | have often seen children six or seven years oid walking and
knitting at the same time. The habits of industry so eaily acquired
are retained, and \yhen oid enough they will go to market, very pict-
urcsquely, conducting the horse and knitting, seated in a square two-
whceled car, with fresh green cabbages and golden carrots forming a
background ; or as fishwomen, carrying the basketon thc head— still
knitting. There is for a stranger much that is picturesque and inter-
estmg in this ancient duchy of Brittany—churches, chatcaux, and
ruins, all well worth a visit from those who come to France.

The bclls are ringing for thc midnight mass. Here, as
midst, itis thc same beautiful féte wc celébrate.

in your

“ There's a tumult of ioy
O'er the wondcrful birth,
For thc Virgin's sweet boy
Is the Lord of the earth.

Sincerely your friend,
F. 6.p.der.

Minnie Nichols.— Your fraud is discovered. Never send any-

thing to St. Nicholas again.

write my fiame down among the

d - Nicholas: Picase
have lain on my

Bird-defenders. | have never been to school. 1

back m bed nearly a year, so papa lets me keep birds. We have
a canary, a goldfmch, and a bob’'link. The St. Nicholas is my
delight, and | wish very much to see my fiame in it. I am eight

years oid.— Yours truly, Joe H. Dennis.

May A. Milligan, Bculah Strong, and several others, have sent
us interesting letters about their trips to the “ Centennial.”

readers will be interested, wc know, in thc following letter
little girl, who died before her pleasant words

“ 1 thought perhaps

Our
written by a dear
reached us. Her heart-stricken mother writes:
thc children would like to see thc little letter written by my precious
child, now an angel in Heaven She wrotc it some time since, being
prompted to do so, after reading thc letters in St. Nicholas written

by little girls ofaboutherown age, butdelayed sending j1”

Last Christmas my papa askcd me which
told him that |

Dear St. Nicholas:
I had rather have, a large doli or St. Nicholas? |
and he said that everybody was

had rather have St. Nicholas,
praising it. He commenced taking it forme in January last. As
that other little girl says— whose fiame is M ary Eichelberger— I can

scarccly wait until it comes. | had a thousand times rather have St.
Nicholas than a doli. | was thinking the other day that | would so
like to have the nextbook I like that story about“ The Cat and the
Countess I would like to know if the countess ever got her cat

again. | hope to see my letterin thcST. Nicholas. Good-bye. 1
am only in my eleventh vear. My fiame is LuHe Fowler. I live in
thc town of Snow Hill, Worccster County, Maryland.

Lulie Fowler.

Morgantown, N. C.
Perhaps some of your readers who have
been amused by the account of Mother Mitchcl's wondcrful tart,
would like to hear of a eake almostas large that was once cooked
and eaten by real men, very greedy, perhaps, but belonging to king-
doms that wc find on our maps. This eake was bakcd at the Camp
of Radewitz, where, in 1730, King August the Strong, of Poland,
gave an entertainment, lasting a month, at which Frederick thc Great

Dear St. Nicholas:
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and his father were chief guests, with a crowd of lesser folk, all the
titled people, and the famous people of Europe. It was fourtcen ells’
long by six broad, and at the center half an cll thick. There were
five thousand cggs in it; thirty-six bushels of sound flour: one turi‘
of milk, one tun of ycast, one ditto of butter; crackers and ginger-
bread-nuts, for filletor triniming, ran all round. After a public din-
ncr, given to all these great folk and thirty thousand soldiers, this
cake was brought into the field on a wooden frame drawn by eight
horses. It was cutup by a carpenter, with a gigantic knife, the han-
dle resting on his shoulder, who reccived a signal from the head of
the Board of Works before cutting each slicc. How Mother Mitchcl's
tart was cooked we shall not know until Dcccmber, but | suspect
that, like this, it was baked by machinery. The whole account of
the Camp of Radewitz, which isvery jnteresting, may be found in
Carlyle's “ Life of Frederick the Great,” vol. 2, book vii, chap. iii

Mary F.Dickson.

Our
Mrs. Emily Huntington Miller has expressly dedicated to them a
delightful little book, called “ W hatTommy Did,” and justas full of
bright thing$ as a little bbok can be. It is prettily issued by S. C
Griggs & Co., of Chicago, and we hcartily wish it succcss.

many Little-Corporalsubscribcrs will be glad to know that

One of the brightestand daintiest hoUdav books thatwe have seen
this season is “ Bits of Talk for Young Folks,” by H. H., published
by Roberts Brothers, of Boston. Its few pictures are good, its many
stories are better, and its beautiful poems and legends are best of all.
Our boys and girls will find some oid friends in it

THE

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES

Rebus.— « There is a tide in the affairsof men, which, taken at the
flood, leads on to fortune.”
harade.— indcpendent.

Double Diagonal Puzzle.—Butterfly, Asclepias.
BabyloniA
dUstbrusSh
buTterCu p
floTi Llas
magnEt ize
comPaRln?
blltheFu
bAnderoLe
Sec retary

Easy Diamond Puzzle.— s

HIDDEN WORD-SqUARE—

CADFT
ARENA
D EBAR
ENACT
TART S

Cross-Word Enigma.— Liberty

Transposmons.— 1. Repeated— a pet deer. 2.1t is a camel—
calamities. 3. 1 creep— pierce. 4. Anguish—in a gush. 5. Rcsista
— satires. .

Easy Enigma Story.— sweetbriar Rose.— Strawbcrrics, roses,

air, sweet, briars, saw, two, browsc, its, robs, barrow, bow, arrow,
breast, bars, sorrier, it, roses, berrics.
Square-Word. iris
ROSE
IS LE

EE n

S
Anagram Proverbs.— 1. = Asgreen asgrass.” 2. “ Asbusy as a

“ Mercury” answercd corrcctly all

the puzzles in the November number.

THE RIDDLE -BOX.

T he following books have been received :
From Macmillan & Co., New York : “ Johnnykins and the G*

lins,” by Charles Lcland— “ Carrots; just a Little Boy,” byFV-i
Graham— “ My Young Alcides,” by Charlotte M. Yonée.

From S. R. Wells & Co., New York: “ David and AnnaM
son,” by Abigail Scott Dunning— “ How to Sing; or, ThevJr
and Howto Use It,” by W. H. Daniell.

From Loring's, Boston: “ Sam's Chance” and “ Jack's Wanj"

both by Horatio Alger, Jr.

From E. Steiger, New York:
H. Kriege— “ Froebel's Kindergarten Occupations

From Ward, Lock & Tylcr, London : “ Bluebeard's Widow sol
her Sister Anne,” by Sabilla Novcllo.

From Porter & Coates, Philadelphia:
in the Forecastle,” by Harry Castlemon.

From Carleton & Co., New York:
United States,” by L. Hopkins

From Lee & Shepard, Boston: '* Fret-sawing and Wood-cania?,’
by George A. Sawyer.

From the New York Bird Store,
Birds,” by Charles F. Holden

From Hanscom & Co., New York: “ Song of America, and M i:
Lyrics,” by V. Voldo.

From the American Tract Society, New York: “ Her Little\Vorf4

“ Friedrich Frocbel,” bv M
“ Snowed-up” andHFng
“A Comic

History cf &+

Boston: “ Holdcn's Booka

by Sarah E. Chester— “ Almost a Woman” and “ A Happy Sie.
mer; or, The Children's Journey,” by S. Annie Frost—"Ib*
Romance of the Streets,” by a London Rambler— “ MayStank<

and Her Friends,” by MargarctE. Sangster— “ A Night andaDiy’
and “ The Storm ot Life,” by Hesba Stretton— “ Under Shelttt’
by Annettc Lucille Noble— “ The Victory Won,” by C. S.M-
“ Ruthie's Venture,” by the author of “ A Summer in the Forat"-
and “ Little Stories for Good Little People.”

RIDD LE -BOX.

IN DECEMBER NUMBER.

bcc.” 3. “ As coid as charity.” 4. mad as a March har!
5. “ As nimblc asa cow in a cagc.”
Riddle.— Tuesday, Wedncsaay, Friday, Saturday, Sunday.
Easy Decapltatlons.—l. Beagle, eagle , ear.
ox. 4. Goat, oat. 5. Swine, wine. 6. Weasel, easel. 7. Laitia
8. Plovcr, lover.
Classical Double Acrostic.—virgil, ..Encid
V —irgin— A
I —ren— E
R — hiutho— N
G — )auc— E
I — nfer— 1
L—ycomc— D
Word Syncopations.—1. ferrier—en, tier.
let. 3. Lawless— awl, lcss. 4. Flashy— ash, fly.
pant. 6. Tartan—art, tan. 7. Tendén— end, ton.
wing, sing.
Double Acrostic.— Biscay, Naples

“As

2 Leverct-iw
5. Pagcant-af-
8. Swinf

B —aro— N
I —ow— A
S — tirru— P
C —ow— L
A —ppl— E

S

R Y -e -
Mathematical Puzzle.—civil.
A Christmas Puzzle. spceracle-casc  (Specked A-clec-

ace). 2. Cup and sauccr (C upon saw—CeI'). 3. shawl
4. Foot-rest (foot— rest). 5. Breast-pin (B— rest— pin). 6.D>a\"
— A—rye) 7. Vasc (V-acc). 8. Tidy (tied E). 9- BOO®1

(book— mark). 10. Portcmonnaic (P o'er T — money).
scales (letters K, L, S). 12. Eyc-glasses (I— glasses). 3
case (pence— L— K's). 14. Easel (E'sL). 15. Boa (bow--Al- >

Ear-rings (ear (ofcom|— rings). 17. Bouquet (bow K). 8~
(lock— Et). 19. Checker-board (chccker bored). 20. Clubs
(clubs— K — eights). 21.Base-ball (B—ace— B— awl). 22-ST.f

olas

(St.— nickcl-AS). 23. Jockey Club (Jo— key-cW 5
Candy (can— D). 25, 26. Violin, accordeon (vial in a cord-w*

«. M lafl.

Answers to Special Puzzles in November Number were received, previous to November 18, from Helcn Green, Bessie *Ic

T. Marshall Jossclyn, Bessie Lyle, Harrie Y., “ Alex,”
“ Little B.,” Forrest E. Libby, Marguerite B. Newton, J. E.
Rachel E. Hutchins, Elizabcth Shcrrerd, Benjamin Taylor,

Nellie Emerson, Agncs M. Hodges, Manning J.

Ella G. Condie, W alter T.

Lucas, “ Beth,” Alice B. Moore, Bra'ncrd B

Hill, Archie C. Wellington, Josie M. Brown, Emma Elliott, Nessieb
Howard Steel
A Logan, Willic Dibblee, Clyde Fitch, W. C. Spencer,

Rodgers, Allie Bertram, Hildegardc Sterling. Ora L.

Mary W . Wadsworth,

Chapman, Fred Cook, Willic Dunn, Arthur D. Smith, Sallie E. Hewit, Otver Everett, and Bessie Taylor.
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THE RIDDEE-BOX.

REBUS, No. 1.

DOUBLE DIAMOND PUZZLE.

#cross: 1 A consonan!. 2. Distant.
jcious stone. 5. A consonant.
Downward: 1. A consontint.
iics. 4. An animal.

3. A city in Europe. 4. A

2. A fruit.
5. A consonant.

3. A city in the United
black prince.

CROBS-WORD ENIGMA.

My firstis in hand, butnotincve;

My second is in breath, but not in sigh ;

My third is in pcncil, butnot in pen ;

My fourth is in peacock, and also in hen;

My fifth is in plant, but not in tree;

My sixth is in latch, but notin key;

My whole is a girl's iame. m. s.

SYNCOPATIONS.

r.Syncopate a covering for the head, and leave noisy collision;
ain, and leave what wc all yeam for. 2. Syncopate to clutch, and
ive tostruggle for breath ; again, and leave an opening. 3. Synco-
itean Eastcrn monarch, and leave a vehicle. 4- Syncopate a divi-

ofverse, and leave a noted Roman 5.Syncopate aniron fasten-

|Tndleavealodg|ng—place; again, and leave acmLTm\Ehe

DOUBTIE DIAGONAL PUZZLE.

ceanV?
SwinglE|- 1. Toshape. 2. A custom. 3. A fruit. 4. An arricie of fumiture.
mTo life.
mDowiiward, from left to right: A kind of tree. Upward, from
?nt10 left: A word meaning swift. L.e.d.
EASY HIDDEN ANUIAIS.
Is Elion the fence? 2. You carne late to-day. 3. Give me that
« 4 Liok! whata pen! 5. Do good to all men. 6. Isaac ate
IA-cU - rapplcs. 7. Be atease; all is well. t.d.d.
(1 (Sh md
6 piciyts CITARADE.
My first is a god of mythology,
Or (making the god an apology)
A common vcssel, small and rude;
To do my second is much use—
So thought the famous Robcrt Bruce;
My whole is where you keep your food.
p.

SHAIISPEARIAN ACROSTIC.

. noted
The principal
5. The rank of
fast friend of Shylock

'FRIEfrt.°~ ~on’eo’s an” kinsman to Escalus 2. A
P°pe's legate in “ KingJohn." 4
'n “ Much Ado About Nothing.”

va’a'I”P.Ichard *c Second.” 6. A

ijinend of Hamlct.

Cmiluls a"d finais form two of Shakspcarc's best lma(

ENIGMA.

I am composed offourteen letters.
3,4,and 7 is an animal; my 3, 12, 8, and 13 is a kind of bread; my
5,9, and 7is a pronoun; my 11, 12, 3, and 14 is a kind of grain;
my 2, 6, 3. and 10 is a building. My whole is the iame ofa Presi-
dent of the United States.

My 1 and xo is an article; my

DIAMOND REMAJNDERS.

Behead and curtail words having the following significations: 1,
aliquor; 2, a lcave-taking; 3, long, thin pieces; 4, dances; 5, cun-
ning: and leave a diamond puzzle composed of—1, a consonant; 2,
something used in backgammon; 3, a part of the body; 4, a fish;
5, a consonant. I. e.

RIDDLE.

I'm a very little thing, but oh, how smart!

If you do not see my head, then will your heart

Find me the greatcst treasure that the world can hold,
Far better than are house, or lands, or gold.

If now my head be changcd, you may declare

I am a pleasant thing for you to wcar.

If to me as at first you add onc letter,

JYou then would say that nothing could be better

To pass a happy life in— naught more sweet

Could ever be pressed down by weary feet h.
TRANSPOSITIONS.

1. --1 bften hear. 2 trust me, and you
willnot my sincerity. 3. There a - --for a mouse in
my . 4.1 had several of money in 5. 1 heard the

-with entire b.

TRIPLE PUZZLE.

I.—The following words are conccaled in the sentences: x. Fash-
ions. 2. To eject. 3. The last. 4. At no time. 5. Even 6. A
vowel repeated. 7. A crcw. 8. A meadow. 9 A small, fiatsurface.

Il.—Between the primais and finais there are complete words to

each line, save the sixth, viz. : 1.
nickname. 4. A girl's fiame.
8. To consume. 5. Competente

Il'l.— Primaisand finais form a double acrosric, and fiame two things
which are only seen at night.

1. Young ladies should be modestat all times. 2. Docs Lou State
the truth, ever? 3. Come gather flowers for the Little Schoolma'am.
4. Is this cafie very strong? 5. | have for sale velvet and satin. 6.
Tell Gecorge | jnvented tnis puzzle 7. 1s Meg angry with either of
us? 8. 1s heatHenry's new stable? 9. This tablc totters as if the
floor was uneven. cyril deane.

A song. 2. A pronoun.
5. Twihght. 6.

3. A girl's
7. An article.

SQUARE-WORD.

1. A GRACEFUL trcc. 2. To worship. 3. Rcgal. 4. A sharp pain.
Aids b.
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THE RIDDLE -BOX.

REBUS No

(Read thc inscnpuon

PUZZLE.

Find the first word ; drop the firstsyllablc, and add a new syllablc
to the second, to form the sccond word. Then drop the firstsyllablc
of that word, and add a new syllablc to the second, to form the third
word, and so continué until you have all the words.

i. Rancor. 2. A varicty of feldspar. 3. A common bird. 4. Part
ofa spur. 5. Partofthe arm. 6. An arbor. 7. A mission.

SEDGW ICK.
EASY ENIGMA.

Seven letters. My wholeis thcchiefbeauty ofa tree. My 1,4, 6
is a foreign fruit tree. My 5, 3,2; 7isa tree found in warm climates,
valued more for itsjuices than fruiL B.

GEOGRAPHICAL DIAGONA.L PUZZLE.

1. Thecapital of an ancient country famed for its statues. 2. The

largest country in South America. 3. The largest republic in Europe

4. The capital ofa small country in Europe.

its handsome shawls.
The diagonals,

country.

5. A
6. A partof North America
read from left to right, iame a famous Oriental
J.J.T.

country noted for

mis ancient stone.)

DOUBLE ACROSTIC.

T he jnitials and finais form the fiames of two citics jn Souc
Europe t

1. A grain 2. What murderers try to prove. 3. A ladys?
ment. 4. A boy’'s nickname. 5. A coloring matter. 6. A pl»;
concealment

A Bunch of Flowers.

Transpose each sentence into thc fiame of a flowen Thui,
letters of “ Beavcr N ” may be made to form “ Verbena.”

1. Beavcr N. 2. Love it 3. He sees a rat. 4.0 ripe hoto
To be sure. 6. Run as thccolt “ Bob.” 7. O sur, | am green.

DOLLY VARI®

Except thc central letter from expectations, and leave
implemcnts; from a vision, and leave a measure; from
leave parts of the body ; from an animal, and leave a row;
waken, and leave a flower; from Indi~li corn, and leave comn

from trees, and leave something good lo eat.

The cxcepted letters, read downward. flame a birdmm
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